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THE  DUKE'S  MARKIAGE. 

CHAPTER  L 

"don't  let  them  fight!" 

In  one  of  the  narrow  tliorouo-hfares  branchinir 
out  of  the  High  Street  at  Lewbury  stood  a  house 
having  a  brass  plate  on  the  door  with  the  name 
Hopkins.  There  was  nothing  to  distinguish  this 
23articular  house  from  others  in  the  same  row, 
which  were  ugly  square  blocks,  devoid  of  any 
architectural  ornament  They  all  had  six  rooms 
apiece,  and  were  rented  by  respectable  artisans 
or  widows  who  took  in  lodgers  when  they  could 
get  them.  When  they  could  not,  cards  were  put 
in  the  windows  to  tempt  the  homeless  with,  offers 
of  rooms  furnished  or  unfurnished.  It  more 
often  happened  that  the  houses  could  show  cards 
than   lodgers.      However,   AL    Timon    Grachard 
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liad  resided  in  the  street  ever  since  he  came 
to  Lewbury,  and  had  found  it  suited  his  con- 
venience. 

The  Frenchman's  apartments  were  a  bedroom 
and  sitting-room,  furnished  without  regard  to 
luxury  or  even  to  comfort,  and  smelling  rankly 
of  caporal  tobacco.  In  the  sitting-room  there 
was  hardly  space  to  stir,  so  encumbered  was  it 
Avith  books  and  old  newspapers.  The  books  were 
set  up  in  columns  so  lofty  that  the  topmost 
volumes  were  always  lurching  as  though  medi- 
tating to  take  headers  on  to  the  carpet,  but  not 
daring  because  of  the  height ;  and  as,  when 
]\r.  Grachard  wanted  a  book,  it  was  his  custom 
to  pull  it  out  of  the  pile  without  taking  the 
trouble  to  lift  those  above  it,  the  ruins  of  broken 
columns  were  to  be  seen  in  every  direction.  It 
was  impossible  to  enter  the  room  in  the  dark 
without  knocking  something  over,  and  unsafe  to 
leave  it  with  a  fire  or  light  burning  therein,  lest 
•some  of  the  papers  scattered  about  the  floor 
should  set  first  the  room  and  then  the  house  into 
a  blaze. 

Almost  every  article  in  the  room  was  grey 
Avith  dust  or  cigar  ashes ;  but  M.  Grachard  would 
not  allow  the  apartment  to  be  dusted.    Attempts 
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to  put  order  into  it  were  resented  by  him  with 
such  violent  ano-er  and  screamino^  that  even  Mrs. 
Hopkins,  though  vahant,  had  grown  afraid  to 
dispute  with  him  on  this  point.  She  declared, 
however,  that  the  room  was  fitter  for  pigs  than 
for  two-legged  Christians,  without  explainiug 
what  sort  of  comfort  pigs  could  have  derived 
from  a  room  filled  chiefly  with  the  literature  of 
French  pagan  philosophy  ;  and  as  she  could  not 
Ijrinof  breakfast  or  dinner  into  it  without  the 
risk  of  tripping  up  with  her  tray  over  a  folio,  or 
of  drawing  an  energetic  Sacre !  from  her  lodger 
if  she  set  down  her  tray  on  a  space  which  he 
wanted  for  other  purposes,  it  had  gradually  come 
to  pass  that  M.  Grachard  took  all  his  meals  in 
the  parlour  downstairs  with  Mrs.  Hopkins  or 
Polly,  or  sometimes  wdth  both.  Thus  it  was  that 
the  too  tender  intimacy  with  Polly  had  begun. 

Mrs.  Hopkins  was  a  widow  of  the  arm-akimbo 
sort.  The  Hopkins  advertised  on  the  door-plate 
had  been  gathered  to  his  fathers,  and  Mrs.  H. 
did  not  pretend  to  mourn  for  him,  but  rather 
alluded  to  him  with  querulous  envy,  as  one  who 
had  stolen  a  march  upon  her  by  getting  to  a 
*' better  place"  before  his  time.  This  does  not 
mean  that  she  herself  wanted  to  die,  but  she  was 
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secretly  wroth  with  Hopkins  for  not  having  lived 
longer  to  bear  his  share  of  their  common  troubles 
and  the  brunt  of  her  occasional  tantrums.  She 
had  an  opinion  lying  quiet  in  her  own  mind 
that  Hopkins  would  have  been  more  fit  to 
enter  into  eternal  blessedness  if  he  had  enjoyed 
the  benefit  of  her  training  a  little  longer ;  and 
possibly,  as  she  cast  her  eyes  skywards  to  the 
place  where  Hopkins'  present  residence  was 
supposed  to  be,  she  comforted  herself  with  a 
thought  of  continuing  his  education  when  they 
met  again.  She  was  not  quite  sure  that  hus- 
bands ought  to  be  summoned  off  to  heaven 
Avithout  their  wives — at  least  not  such  husbands 
as  Hopkins,  who  had  never  been  able  to  take 
care  of  himself  without  her  assistance,  and  who 
could  hardly  give  proper  answers  to  questions 
concerning  himself  unless  she  were  at  his  elbow 
to  nudge  him. 

Hopkins  had  been  a  foreman  painter,  a 
worthy  man  who  had  died  suddenly  of  an  an- 
eurism— going  off,  as  his  widow  said,  "like  one 
who  steps  out  of  the  'ouse  without  saying  *  with 
your  leave '  or  'by  your  leave.' "  A  black  sil- 
houette portrait  of  him  hung  over  the  mantelpiece 
in  the  parlour,  and  Mrs.  Hopkins,  glancing  at  it 
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now  and  then,  would  be  observed  to  shake  her 
head  as  though  to  say,  "  John,  John,  I  hope  you 
have  been  able  to  get  on  without  me,  but  I 
would  like  to  see  you  before  I  believe  it." 

Mrs.  Hopkins  was  of  middle  height  and 
medium  stoutness,  but  she  had  a  pronounced 
nose,  a  double  chin,  eyes  restless  as  a  bird's,  and 
a  tongue  which  went  all  day,  like  a  red  rag  hung 
to  a  nail  in  a  high  wind.  We  may  introduce  her 
daughter  and  her  as  they  sat  at  dinner  in  their 
parlour  mth  Mrs.  Crapps,  a  neighbour  who  had 
come  in  to  assist  in  making  the  dress  ivdiich 
Polly  was  to  wear  on  her  wedding  day. 

The  talk  rolled  upon  M.  Grachard,  who  had 
gone  out  that  morning  to  buy  a  marriage  licence, 
with  a  view  to  getting  his  wedding  solemnized 
the  following  day.  Mrs.  Crapps'  contribution 
to  the  debate  consisted  of  a  series  of  ejaculations: 
*' Lor  now!  dearie  me!  oh  my!"  accompanied 
with  a  raising  of  both  hands,  all  fingers  displayed, 
as  if  she  could  not  forbear  calling  the  attention 
of  her  hostess  to  the  fact  that  she  had  forgotten 
to  wash  these  extremities  before  sitting  down  to 
the  midday  meal.  Mrs.  Crapps  was  a  little  old 
woman  with  horn  spectacles,  who  was  a  favourite 
with  Mrs.  Hopkins,  because  she  had  nothing  to 
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say  for  herself,  and  could  listen  to  any  length 
provided  you  set  eatables  before  her. 

Polly  Hopkins  had  left  her  work  at  Kings- 
house  at  noon  that  day  to  prepare  for  her 
wedding,  or  at  least  for  the  possibility  of  it,  for 
she  was  not  sure  yet  when  the  ceremony  was 
to  take  place.  It  was  to  be  very  private — a  mere 
visit  to  the  registrar's  office,  with  a  couple  of 
witnesses,  but  with  no  bridesmaids,  breakfast,  or 
hone}Tnoon  tour  to  follow.  Eather  abstracted 
in  her  manner,  the  girl  could  not  sit  still,  but 
kept  moving  from  her  place  to  the  window  to 
watch  for  her  bridegroom's  return.  Her  plate 
remained  untouched,  and  she  had  been  answering 
her  mother  in  monosyllables. 

"  I  shouldn't  wonder  if  that  o^abv  of  vours 
had  made  some  mistake,"  exclaimed  Mrs.  Hop- 
kins. "  He  wouldn't  stop  to  listen  when  I  told 
him  where  he  was  to  go,  but  just  started  off 
as  though  he  had  been  stealing  somebody's 
umbrella." 

"  Dr.  Claverley  was  to  go  with  him,  mother," 
replied  Polly.  "  And  I  wish  you  wouldn't  call 
him  a  gaby." 

"  Hark  to  that  now  !  "  cried  widow  Hopkins, 
who  was   slicing  away  at   a  beefsteak  pudding. 


"  dox't  let  them  fight  !  "  7 

"  I  don't  know  what's  come  over  the  child  these 
last  few  days,  she's  c^uite  glum-like." 

"  Lor  now ! "  ejaculated  Mrs.  Crapps,  with 
her  mouth  full  of  meat. 

Polly  vouchsafed  no  answer,  but  walked  to 
the  window  again  and  pressed  her  forehead 
against  a  ^\indow-pane.  Very  thoughtful  sIk^ 
looked — rather  pale,  too,  and  nervous. 

"  I  call  it  popish  and  'umilating  to  get 
married  like  that,  simj)ly  to  ^^lease  a  foreigner," 
continued  Mrs.  Hopkins,  pushing  the  dish  of 
potatoes  towards  Mrs.  Crapps.  "  If  Poll's  father 
liad  been  here  now,  he  wouldn't  have  stood  it !  " 
It  was  Mrs.  Hopkins'  habit,  now  that  her  husband 
had  departed,  to  represent  him  always  as  a  man 
of  unbending  firmness  and  autocratic  instincts. 
The  poor  man  thus  enjoyed  a  posthumous 
authority  in  the  family  circle  such  as  had  never 
belonged  to  him  whilst  he  lived. 

"  No  church-going  !  what  an  idea  !  "  pro- 
ceeded Mrs.  Hopkins.  "  I  think  I  can  hear  my 
John  say,  '  'Liza,  I'm  not  going  to  allow  our 
child  to  be  married  like  a  heathen  with  a  feather 
apron  on.'  " 

"  Dearie  me  !  "  moaned  Mrs.  Crapps. 

"  It's   the   furrineerinoj  nature  of  the  thin^ 
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that  I  object  to,  as  I  told  Miss  Jentleigh  this 
morning,  when  she  said  that  she  couldn't  think 
much  of  '  Mossoo  '  if  he  promoted  '  skandles ' 
among  the  faithful.  'And  a  shameful  thing  too,' 
I  said,  '  miss  ;  and  I  wish  my  John  had  been  here 
to  drag  him  through  the  church  doors  up  to  the 
altar  by  his  ears,  and  there  would  have  been  no 
''  skandle  "  then.'  " 

'•  Mother,  I  wish  you  would  be  cjuiet,"  said 
Polly,  looking  angrily  over  her  shoulder  ;  then, 
glancing  out  of  the  window  again,  she  saw  the 
postman  coming  and  went  to  the  door, 

"  More  '  furrin  '  newspapers  '?  "  exclaimed 
Mrs.  Hopkins,  when  her  daughter  returned  with 
the  delivery.  "  One,  two,  three,  four.  What 
any  man  can  want  with  all  those  papers  beats 
me  !  We  shall  all  be  burned  down  in  our  beds 
some  night,  unless  Poll,  when  she's  married, 
makes  him  sell  all  his  old  newspapers  and  books 
to  the  cheesemonger,  who  would  give  three 
farthings  a  pound  for  'em." 

''  Be  quiet,  mother,  now  do,"  repeated  Polly, 
stamping  her  foot.  "  Here  they  come,  both 
together.  Mrs.  Crapps,  clear  off  quick,  w^e  must 
have  the  room  tidy." 

M.    Grachard's    latch-key    clicked     in     the 
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door-lock,  and  the  little  man  ushered  Laurence 
Claverley  into  the  parlour.  The  two  had  been  to 
purchase  a  licence,  and  now  M.  Grachard  had 
brought  in  the  doctor — his  only  EngHsh  friend, 
who  w^as  to  be  his  groomsman — to  take  some 
lunch,  if  such  a  thing  were  to  be  had.  He  was 
in  a  good  humour,  for,  regarding  his  marriage  as 
an  absurdity  forced  upon  him  by  our  imperfect 
social  system,  he  had  been  making  merry  over 
the  ludicrous  aspects  of  it  with  his  friend. 
Nevertheless,  he  had  brought  his  bride  a  present 
besides  the  ring.  Saluting  her  cheek  with  a  kiss, 
he  drew  out  a  case  containing  a  pretty  gold 
watch  and  chain  and  placed  it  in  her  hand, 
sapng : 

"  There,  mignonne,  I  hope  you  shall  like  it ; 
but  it  is  Dr.  Claverley  who  has  made  the 
choice." 

"  Oh,  Tim,  how  beautiful  !  "  exclaimed  Polly, 
reddening  with  pleasure  ;  and  she  lost  no  time  in 
putting  on  the  chain,  to  admire  herself  in  the 
glass.  Then  she  became  absorbed  in  the  con- 
templation of  the  interior  of  the  watch,  and  had 
recourse  to  Dr.  Claverley 's  lights  to  learn  how 
the  instrument  was  to  be  wound  up  and  set. 

Dr.  Claverley 's  presence  had  a  very  subduing 
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effect  upon  Mrs.  Hopkins  and  Mrs.  Crapps,  wlio 
bustled  about  to  clear  away  the  dishes,  and  to 
spread  a  clean  cloth  for  another  meal.  Polly 
was  not  called  upon  to  assist  in  these  menial 
operations.  On  the  strength  of  her  coming 
marriage  she  was  to  be  treated  as  a  lady,  and  it 
was  good  to  see  how  coolly  she  stepped  into  the 
dignity  of  her  new  position  now  that  the  licence 
was  boudit,  and  she  was  sure  of  becomino-  a 
o'entleman's  wife.  She  sat  down  beside  Dr. 
Claverley,  a  thing  she  had  never  done  before, 
and  the  doctor  did  homage  to  her  rank  by 
forbearing  to  address  her  as  "  Polly." 

Meanwhile  Timon  Grachard,  with  rapid 
French  gestures,  had  taken  up  the  Paris  news- 
papers which  the  midday  post  had  brought.  He 
tore  off  the  wrappers,  cast  his  eyes  swiftly  down 
the  columns,  and  then  tossed  the  papers  aside. 
This  he  did  three  times,  but  something  in  the 
fourth  paper  arrested  his  attention  and  made 
him  stand  stock-still.  Then  a  sound  escaped  him 
like  the  yell  of  a  wild  beast : 

"  Sacr-re!  what's  this?"  he  cried,  turning 
round  fiercely  upon  Polly,  who  rose  all  of  a 
tremble.     "  Do  you  know  what  this  means  ? " 

"\Yhat    is    it,    Tim?"     asked    Polly,    en- 
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deavouring,  but  without  any  success,  to  look 
innocent. 

"  This,  this  ! "  screamed  the  Frenchman, 
striking  the  newspaper  furiously  with  his  fist, 
and  thrusting  it  under  Polly's  eyes.  "  Mon 
Dieu !  I  think  I  shall  go  mad."  Here  he 
clutched  Polly's  arm.  "  Tell  me  at  once,  girl, 
is  this  your  work  ?  " 

"  What  on  earth  is  the  matter  ? "  interposed 
Dr.  Claverley,  while  Mrs.  Hoj^kins  and  Mrs.  Crapps, 
the  one  holding  a  pile  of  plates,  the  other  a 
bunch  of  knives  and  forks,  huddled  near  the  door 
dumfoundecl  by  the  Frenchman's  explosion  of 
temper. 

"Yes,  I  did  it,  Tim,"  faltered  Polly,  after  a 
moment's    hesitation.       "  But   you   mustn't    be 

angry  with  me,  dear.     I "      The  Frenchman 

pushed  her  from  him  with  such  ^dolence  that  she 
would  have  fallen  if  the  doctor  had  not  caught 
her  in  his  arms. 

"Miserable!''  he  shrieked,  clenching  his 
fists.  "  Wretch  !  wretch  !  you  have  dishonoured 
me  ;  you,  who  were  to  be  my  wife,  but  that  you 
shall  never  be  now — ah  no  ;  "  saying  which  he 
ground  his  teeth  and  stamped  on  the  floor. 

"  Mother,   go  out,   do  ! "  screamed  Polly,  as 


12  THE    duke's    MAREIAGE. 

her  parent  rushed  to  her  rescue  T\ith  a  seeming 
design  of  driving  off  Timon  Grachard  with  her 
handful  of  knives. 

"Madame  Hopkins,  be  pleased  to  retire," 
shouted  Grachard,  pointing  indignantly  to  the 
door,  and  s^larino;  as  if  he  were  o-oino-  to  bite. 

In  the  midst  of  this  altercation,  Laurence 
Claverley  had  taken  the  newspaper  from  the 
Frenchman's  hand,  and  a  glance  at  it  showed 
him  what  was  the  matter.  The  paper  was  the 
Journal  Officiel,  and  in  the  most  prominent  part 
of  its  front  page  it  contained  an  announcement, 
that  the  fugitive  Timon  Grachard,  who  had 
been  sentenced  to  death  in  contumdciam  for 
joining  in  a  plot  against  the  Emperor's  life,  had 
made  an  aj^peal  to  His  Majesty  for  pardon  and 
leave  to  re-enter  France.  The  letter  purporting 
to  have  been  sent  by  M.  Grachard  was  printed, 
and  the  editorial  note  concluded  by  saying  ironi- 
cally, that  it  was  probable  the  supplicant's  prayer 
would  be  granted,  as  a  revolutionist  who  repented 
of  his  sins  and  made  amende  honorahle  for  them 
ceased  to  be  dangerous. 

"  Did  you  write  this  ? "  asked  Claverley, 
looking  with  surprise  from  Polly  to  Grachard, 
and  addressing  the  question  to  both,  though  he 
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felt  it  was  liigiily  improbable  that  Grachard 
should  have  composed  such  a  letter. 

"/?  "  yelled  Grachard,  who  was  tearing  about 
the  room  and  swearino;  at  larg-e  \vith  unabated 
vehemence.     "  Sctcrebleu !    is   it   likely  ?     It   is 

she  who  did  it,  she — she "  and  he  pointed  at 

Polly  with  a  forefinger,  which  shook  as  if  it  were 
a  loaded  pistol.  "  The  fool  came  to  me  the 
other  day  with  a  letter  which  somebody  had 
prepared  for  her — Miss  Corrington,  I  suppose 
■ — and  wanted  me  to  sign  it.  I  warned  her 
never  to  insult  me  again  vdih  such  a  demand, 
and  to  tell  Miss  Corrington  that  I  begged 
her  to  mind  her  own  business,  and  vet — and 
yet " 

"  Has  he  got  his  pardon,  sir  ? "  interrujDted 
Polly,  turning  towards  Claverley.  She  had  been 
a  little  unnerved  at  the  outset  of  the  scene  ;  but 
she  was  a  girl  of  spirit,  who  at  the  game  of 
screaming  and  nagging  was  quite  a  match  for  her 
French  lover. 

When  Claverley  answered  that  it  was  pro- 
bable the  pardon  would  be  granted,  the  flush  on 
her  face  deepened,  and  she  suddenly  raised  her 
voice  to  quite  as  shrill  a  pitch  as  Grachard's. 

"  Hold   your   noise,  can't   you,   Tim  ?     You 
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ought  to  be  ashamed  of  yourself,  taking  on  in 
that  way.  If  you  weren't  such  a  silly,  you'd  be 
thankful  to  me  for  what  I  have  done.  It  wasn't 
]\Iiss  Corrington  that  wrote  the  letter,  but  the 
Due  d'Alma,  who  told  me  he'd  get  your  pardon 
if  you  signed  it.  So  of  course,  when  you  were 
so  stupid  and  wouldn't  write  your  name,  I  signed 
it  for  you.  Ask  Dr.  Claverley  whether  I  wasn't 
right.  The  idea  of  such  a  one  as  you  saying 
you  wouldn't  ask  pardon  of  the  Emperor  because 
you  were  too  proud.  Downright  silly  nonsense 
I  call  it  !  and  if  the  Emperor  was  in  this  blessed 
room,  mother  and  I  would  make  you  go  down 
on  your  knees  to  him  —  you'd  see  if  we 
wouldn't  ! " 

The  effect  of  this  speech  on  Grachard  was  to 
make  him  for  a  moment  absolutely  mad. 

"So  it  was  the  Duke  who  put  you  up  to  do 
this  ? "  he  hissed,  with  quite  a  wandering  look 
in  his  eyes ;  and  emotion  made  his  speech  so 
thick,  that  his  next  words  were  inarticulate. 
This  was  more  alarming  to  Miss  Hopkins  than 
plain  talking,  however  denunciatory.  She  saw 
that  the  refugee  looked  assault  and  battery,  if  not 
murder  ;  and  she  continued  to  chatter  by  way 
of  brazenino;  out  the  situation,  and  cowing  Tim 


"doxt  let  them  fight  I  15 

if  she  could.     But  for  this  once  she  had  roused 
a  devil  in  the  man. 

"So  it  was  Monsieur  le  Due  who  got  up  this 
machination  against  me  ? "  he  muttered  hoarsely. 
"  Well !  he  shall  see  what  comes  of  it." 

"  Pray  compose  yourself,  Grachard,"  inter- 
posed Claverley,  who  was  also  getting  alarmed 
at  the  Frenchman's  savage  manner.  "  AVhere 
are  you  going  ? " 

"  Let  me  pass,"  said  Grachard,  who  had  put 
on  his  hat  and  was  striding;  to  the  door.  "  I  o^o 
to  find  this  man.  I  sleep  not  till  this  insult  is 
avenged." 

"  Doctor,  do  not  let  him  go  out ! "  squealed 
Polly,  rushing  to  the  door  and  setting  her  back 
to  it.  Fairly  terrified  now,  she  began  to  cry. 
"  Tim,  you  shan't  go.  Listen  to  me.  I  wanted 
to  do  my  best  for  you,  dear.  ...  I  saw  you  were 
fretting  here  in  England,  and  you  mustn't  go 
to  hurt  the  Duke.  ...  It  wasn't  his  fault,  and 
.  .  .  and  ...  he  is  bigger  than  you,  he  might  hurt 
you  or  give  you  to  the  police.  Don't  be  a 
«lly." 

The  noise  made  by  Polly's  sobs,  Grachard's 
oaths  and  stampings,  and  Claverley's  exhorta- 
tions to  both  parties  to  keep  quiet,  was  so  loud 
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that  no  one  in  the  room  noticed  a  knock  at  the 
street  door.  Mrs.  Hopkins,  who  was  in  the 
passage  with  her  ear  to  the  key-hole  trying  to 
make  out  all  that  was  going  on  in  the  parlour, 
went  to  answer  the  summons,  and  the  result  was 
that  Polly,  who  was  still  barring  Grachard's  way, 
had  to  yield  to  the  outside  pressure  of  her  mother 
pushing  at  the  parlour  door. 

"  A  gentleman  for  M'soo,"  whispered  Mrs. 
Hopkins  through  the  aperture.  Polly  fell  back, 
and  the  Due  d'Alma  appeared  on  the  threshold. 

It  was  a  striking  tableau.  Timon  Grachard 
recoiled  with  an  awful  frown,  and,  folding  his 
arms,  assumed  an  attitude  of  defiance  just  as 
men  do  on  the  stage  when  they  meet  their 
deadly  foes.  The  stage  in  France  is  the  great 
school  of  manners  and  posturing ;  and  all 
Frenchmen  who  have  lived  much  in  cities  are 
influenced  by  its  traditions.  Grachard,  being 
not  devoid  of  sense,  must  have  known  that  to 
cross  his  arms,  raise  his  nose  to  full  cock,  and 
paw  Mrs.  Hopkins'  carpet  with  an  impatient 
muddy  boot  was  not  the  correct  thing  socially 
speaking ;  but  he  knew  also  that  an  important 
scene  in  the  drama  of  his  life  was  going  to  be 
enacted,  and  he  wished  to  bear  himself  in  such  a 
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way  as  to  produce  the  most  forcible  impression 
upon  spectators.  The  Duke,  with  a  kindred  eye 
to  effect,  dressed  up  his  own  demeanour  in  a 
little  stage  frippery.  He  might  have  guessed 
who  M.  Grachard  was,  and  have  accosted  him 
j)oint-blank  ;  but  he  preferred  to  make  a  cere- 
monious bow,  and  to  stand  with  an  affectation 
of  icy  calmness,  whilst  he  looked  round  as  if  he. 
had  not  even  noticed  Grachard,  and  asked 
whether  a  gentleman  of  that  name  were  present. 
"  I  am  Timon  Grachard,"  declared  the  little 
man  bluntly,  in  French.  "  And  I  am  glad 
to  see  you  here,  sir,  for  we  have  an  account  to 
settle." 

"  We  have,"  said  the  Duke,  drawing  off  a 
grey  glove  with  great  deliberation  (here  also  an 
old  playgoer  might  have  recognized  the  faithful 
imitator  of  Bressant  or  Delaunay).  "  Here  is 
a  newspaper,  sir ;  did  you  write  this  article  "?  " 
And  the  Duke  held  up  before  M.  Grachard's 
face  the  extract  from  that  article  in  the  Gazette 
des  Cafes  wherein  Gertrude  had  been  maligned. 
That  extract  had  lain  for  days  in  his  pocket- 
book,  but  he  had  opportunely  found  it  that 
morning. 

Before   the  dialogue  could  be   pursued   any 
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further,  Miss  Hopkins  interfered.  Her  first 
impression  had  been  that  the  Duke  was  bringing 
his  countryman's  pardon,  but  there  were  no  signs 
of  amicable  intentions  on  the  Duke's  face  as  he 
drew  off  his  glove,  and  his  speaking  French 
disconcerted  the  girl. 

"  Oh,  mercy !  stop  'em,  Dr.  Claverley,"  she 
cried  ;  "  they're  going  to  fight." 

Hearing  Claverley's  name,  Eoland  at  once 
turned.  The  two  men  exchano-ed  o^lances  like 
sword-thrusts. 

"  I  have  been  looking  for  you,  Dr.  Claverley," 
said  the  Duke. 

"  You  have  found  me ;  what  have  you  to 
say  ? "  answered  Claverley,  in  a  tone  that  was 
meant  to  be  haughty  but  was  only  uncivil. 

"  You  have  been  speaking  about  me  to  a  lady 
called  Xethersole " 

"  I  have  been  sapng  not  to  one  person  only, 
l)ut  to  several,  that  if  you  married  Miss  Corring- 
ton  in  an  English  Church  only,  your  marriage 
would  be  worthless — a  mere  abduction — and  that 
you  must  know  this  well  enough." 

"  You  have  been  misinformed,  sir,"  said  the 
Duke. 

"  You  had  better  prove  it,"  rej)lied  Claverley. 
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"  My  informant  knows  French  law,  if  you 
don't." 

"  If  that  man  informed  you  (pointing  to 
Grachard),  may  I  ask  if  you  have  been  giving 
him  some  mendacious  information  in  return  ? 
Was  it  you  who  dictated  to  him  this  paragraph  ?" 

Tormented  by  his  love  for  Gertrude,  which 
he  could  no  more  tear  from  his  heart  than  a 
Ijroken  arrow-head,  hating  the  Due  d'x\lma,  and 
predisposed  to  think  everything  that  was  evil  of 
him,  Claverley  had,  on  hearing  from  common 
report  how  the  Duke  was  going  to  be  married, 
l)een  quick,  because  eager,  to  conclude  that  his 
rival  meant  to  take  an  unfair  advantage  of  Ger- 
trude. Grachard  had  formed  the  same  conclusion 
in  all  the  honesty  of  his  loathing  for  Dukes  and 
Bonapartists  in  general,  and  Claverley  had  first 
caught  the  infection  of  suspiciousness  from  him. 
For  all  that,  the  attack  upon  Gertrude  in  the 
French  newspaper  filled  the  English  doctor  with 
consternation.  He  could  not  allow  it  to  be  sup- 
posed that  he  had  had  any  share  in  this  lampoon 
upon  a  girl  to  whom  he  had  proposed,  and  in 
whose  esteem  he  wished  to  stand  well. 

"  Grachard,  you  surely  did  not  write  this  ? " 
he  asked. 
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"  Ma  foi"  answered  Grachard,  mtli  a  shrug, 
but  looking  very  crestfallen.  "  I  did  write  it  ; 
I  am  sorry  ...  it  was  a  hetise  .  .  .  but  what 
will  you  ? " 

"It  is  infamous,"  said  Claverley,  looking 
with  the  utmost  displeasure  at  the  little  French- 
man. 

"  Mon  Dieu!  do  not  all  attack  at  me  at 
once,"  screamed  Grachard,  catching  himself  by 
the  hair  as  if  he  meant  to  lift  himself  off  the 
ground.  He  was  overwhelmed  at  the  tables 
being  so  abruptly  turned  upon  him  just  as  he 
had  been  going  to  play  the  role  of  insulted  party 
towards  the  Duke.  "Monsieur  le  Due,  I  am 
truly  sorry  that  these  untoward  lines  should 
have  escaped  my  pen.  You  are  my  enemy — 
the  son  of  a  man  who  dipped  his  hands  in  repub- 
lican blood  at  the  coup  d'etat,  and  I  scorn  you ; 
but  that  was  reason  the  more  why  I  should  not 
assail  you  with  paper  pellets.  It  was  an  error 
on  my  part — I  recognize  it." 

"  But  do  you  admit  that  you  were  guilty  of 
a  gross  calumny  ? "  asked  Eoland  sternly,  in 
French. 

"  I — I — admit  that  I  was  misinformed," 
stuttered   Grachard,  who  had  grown  very  red, 
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and  who,  to  do  him  justice,  yielded  rather  to 
a  look  from  Claverley  than  to  the  Duke's  de- 
mands. He  had  never  supposed  that  his  article 
in  the  Gazette  des  Cafes  would  be  seen  by 
the  Duke  or  Claverley,  and  he  was  sincerely 
ashamed  at  appearing  (he  a  weighty  political 
controversialist,  as  he  thought  himself)  to  be  a 
retailer  of  country-town  scandals. 

"  I  will  publish  a  retractation  in  my  next 
letter,"  he  continued.  "  AVhere  a  lady  is  con- 
cerned there  is  no  dishonour  in  making  an 
apology." 

"  I  hoj)e  you  are  satisfied  with  the  character 
of  your  legal  adviser,"  said  the  Duke  contemptu- 
ously to  Claverley,  speaking  again  in  French. 
The  doctor  could  give  no  fluent  reply  in  the 
same  tongue  ;  he  pretended  not  to  hear,  and  went 
on  upbraiding  Grachard. 

All  this  debating  considerably  astonished 
Miss  Hopkins,  who,  now  that  everybody  was 
"  going  on  "  at  her  Tim,  was,  womanlike,  disposed 
to  take  his  part. 

"What  have  you  been  writing,  Tim?"  she 
asked,  sidling  up  to  him. 

But  Tim  snarled  like  a  hyena.  He  imagined 
the  moment  had  at  last  come  when  he,  in  his 
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turn,  might  'take  higli  ground ;  so,  catcliing  up 
the  Journal  Officiel,  he  was  about  to  demand 
why  the  Duke  had  dared  to  apply  for  his  pardon, 
when,  alas  !  Polly  Hopkins  checked  him.  She 
understood  French  imperfectly,  but  she  could 
read  her  Tim's  physiognomy  like  an  open 
book. 

''  Oh,  Tim  ! "  she  cried,  putting  her  hand  over 
his  mouth,  and  speaking  right  into  his  ear,  "  you 
can't  tell  these  gentlemen  that  I  wrote  your 
sio-nature  :  it  wouldn't  sound  nice." 

"  Leave  me  alone,  girl !  "  shrieked  the  refugee, 
trvino'  to  shake  himself  free.  "  You  are  nothinor 
to  me  from  this  day." 

''  Oh,  she  ain't,  ain't  she  ? "  ejaculated  Mrs. 
Hopkins,  hurrying  up  to  her  daughter's  rescue 
from  the  passage.  "  If  you  don't  act  fair  towards 
my  Polly,  M'soo,  there's  laws  to  make  you. 
We'll  go  to  the  courts  and  get  two  thousand 
pounds  damage  from  you  for  breach  of  promise, 
as  sure  as  my  husband's  in  heaven." 

"  Quelle  honte ! "  muttered  poor  Grachard, 
sinkino;  into  a  chair,  sick  at  heart.  Under  cover 
of  ]\lrs.  Hopkins'  sortie,  the  Duke  had  quietly 
left  the  room,  taking  no  more  notice  of  his 
countryman.     Grachard    felt    crushed   and   dis- 
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graced.     He  could  only  make  a  menacing  gesture 
behind  his  departing  foe. 

"  We  shall  meet  again  at  the  next  revolution, 
you — you  Aristocrats  and  Jesuits  ! — and  that 
may  be  sooner  than  you  expect." 
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CHAPTER   11. 

THE    GENERAL    FORBIDS    THE    MARRIAGE. 

While  this  scene  was  being  enacted  at  M. 
Grachard's  lodoins^s,  General  Corrinoton  was 
making  up  his  mind  that  Gertrude's  marriage 
could  not  take  place.  His  wife  was  against  him, 
but  he  listened  to  Hucks  Littlepoint,  whose 
opinions  were  like  coins  of  good  mintage  without 
any  alloy  of  sentiment,  and  he  blamed  himself 
for  not  having  made  j)roper  inquiries  about  the 
French  marriage  laws.  In  all  that  Hucks  said 
there  was  not  a  word  expressly  charging  the 
Duke  AA^th  uncandid  conduct,  but  his  tone  im- 
plied that  Frenchmen  want  watching  in  matri- 
monial affairs.  If  it  had  not  been  that  the  Duke 
had  made  such  a  generous  settlement,  Hucks 
would  have  said  more  ;  the  allusion  to  the  settle- 
ment was,  however,  the  argument  that  touched 
the  General  most. 
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*'  If  anything  goes  wrong,  people  will  be  sure 
to  say  that  we  thought  only  of  the  twenty  thou- 
sand pounds,"  remarked  Hucks. 

"  Egad,  things  must  not  go  wrong,"  said  the 
General. 

"  I  am  sure  plenty  of  English  people  get 
married  without  the  consent  of  their  grand- 
mothers," sighed  Mrs.  Corrington,  though  she 
knew  this  was  begging  the  question. 

"Yes,  but  English  grandmothers  cannot  get 
a  marriage  annulled,"  rejoined  the  lawyer,  who 
had  an  aoforravatino;  wav  of  stickino-  to  the  main 
point  of  a  case. 

Mrs.  Corrington  could  only  think  poorly  of 
Hucks,  while  feeling  in  her  heart  that  her  position 
was  untenable.  If  it  had  been  simply  a  question 
of  postponing  the  marriage,  she  must  have  agreed 
at  once  that  postponement  was  desirable ;  but 
she  was  horribly  afraid  lest  the  Duke  might  take 
offence  at  thinking  that  his  word  was  not  be- 
lieved, and  what  a  miserable  thing  it  would  be  if 
the  match  were  broken  off !  How  all  the  good 
friends  in  Lewbury  would  jeer !  Those  Blacks 
and  Browns,  Greys  and  Greens,  kept  starting  up 
before  the  poor  lady's  vision  like  the  mocking 
crowds  who  chorus  "  Aha  !  "  in  operas. 


26  THE  duke's  marriage. 

Kate  Littlepoint  had  been  summoned  into 
council,  and  the  whole  matter  was  laid  before 
her.  If  she  had  been  discussing  privately  mth 
her  husband  she  would  certainly  have  said  that 
Eoland's  word  was  worth  more  than  all  les^al 
safeguards ;  but  she  always  took  her  husband's 
part  when  others  were  present.  She  became 
very  grave  on  hearing  that  Gertrude  had  been 
on  the  point  of  contracting  a  marriage  which 
might  be  no  marriage. 

"  But,  mamma,  I  am  sure  the  Duke  cannot 
wish  Gertrude  to  run  any  risks,"  she  said,  be- 
wildered. 

"  He  assures  us  there  are  no  risks,  dear.  He 
talked  of  ajDpealing  to  Gertrude  herself;  but  of 
course  we  cannot  leave  the  responsibility  of  a  de- 
cision with  your  sister." 

"  I  should  be  glad  not  to  have  such  a  thing 
to  decide  for  myself,"  answered  Kate  in  her 
downright  way  ;  "  but  it  does  seem  hard  that  he 
should  be  disappointed  of  his  marriage  just  when 
he  is  o'oino;  to  war." 

"  That's  what  I  say,  dear,  and  I  do  not  know 
how  to  break  the  news  to  Gertrude.  If  Roland 
would  only  hear  reason  ;  but  Frenchmen  are  so 
impetuous." 
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"  He  is  so  fond  of  Gertrude,  mamma ;  you 
can  see  it  in  every  word  he  speaks,  and  I  can 
understand  how  bitter  it  will  be  to  him  to  go 
away  without  her  after  coming  on  purpose  to  be 
married.  But  then  this  trouble  is  one  of  his  own 
making,  and  he  is  bound  to  be  reasonable.  AVhy 
didn't  he  tell  us  that  his  grandmother  stood  in 
the  way,  and  why  did  he  not  treat  her  from  the 
first  as  an  irrational  person,  since  he  says  she  is 
in  her  dotao;e  ?  I  see  no  use  in  havino'  grand- 
mothers  who  act  in  this  fashion." 

The  General  did  not  stop  to  join  in  this  dis- 
cussion, but  walked  out  of  the  room  and  out  of 
the  house  with  Hucks.  His  mind  was  gregarious, 
it  liked  to  herd  mth  numbers.  In  all  the  great 
crises  of  his  life  General  Corrinocton  souo-ht  the 
advice  of  people  whose  individual  opinions  he  did 
not  value,  but  whose  collective  wisdom  he  set  as 
a  lump  in  his  head  and  by  it  weighed  his  actions. 
>So  he  called  on  Mr.  Butterby,  the  banker,  on  Mr. 
Jentleigh,  and  even  on  Mr.  Quang,  and  all  these 
gentlemen  naturally  told  him  that  an  ill-tied 
marriage  knot  cannot  keep  two  young  people 
well  joined.  They  marvelled  politely  that  he 
should  not  have  satisfied  himself  lonoj  ao'o  as  to 
whether  his  future  son-in-law  was  free  to  dispose 
of  his  own  hand. 
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Then  Mr.  Quang  made  haste  to  go  off  to  the 
reading-room,  and  circulate  the  news  that  there 
was  a  hitch  as  to  Gertrude's  wedding.  Before 
evening  a  hundred  people  in  the  towTi  knew  that 
the  French  Duke  had  been  makino;  some  false 
representations.  Some  alleged  that  he  had  been 
detected  as  a  sham  Duke  ;  others  were  credibly 
informed  that  he  had  been  trying  to  commit 
bigamy. 

Meanwhile  Mrs.  Corrington  and  Kate  had 
told  Gertrude  that  her  lover  had  been  ordered 
to  join  his  regiment,  and  that  it  was  impossible 
the  marriage  could  be  solemnized  before  he 
started. 

At  first  Gertrude  thought  only  of  Eoland's 
danger.  She  had  tried  to  accustom  herself  to 
the  prospect  of  his  being  called  to  war  ;  but  now 
that  the  call  had  arrived,  the  hope  of  a  short 
campaign  and  of  a  safe  return  abruptly  forsook 
her.  Her  horizon  was  darkened,  and  a  chilled 
sensation  crept  over  her,  as  if  she  were  standing 
alone  in  a  plain  with  night  and  a  storm  coming 
on.  The  short,  sunny  day  of  love-making  was 
over,  and  rapidly  there  flashed  before  her  a  vision 
of  the  night's  horrors,  separation,  disaster,  and 
heaven  knows  what  besides. 
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"Oh,  mamma,  when  is  he  going?"  she  faltered, 
and  sank  on  to  a  sofa.  Outside,  in  the  garden, 
the  lovely  peace  of  an  English  home  was  j)ictured 
by  flowers,  birds,  and  bee-hives.  Little  Mab  had 
filled  a  basket  with  roses,  and  was  shading  her 
eyes  from  the  sun  that  glowed  in  a  blue  sky 
without  a  cloud.  What  a  contrast  this  to  the 
sight  before  Gertrude's  mind  ! 

However,  she  looked  up,  remembering 
Koland's  promise  that  he  would  not  leave  Eng- 
land without  her.  The  pallor  on  her  face  changed 
to  a  blush,  as  it  struck  her  that  Roland's  departure 
would  only  hasten  her  wedding  day,  for  she  had 
not  yet  understood  that  the  wedding  was  to  be 
adjourned.  When  she  did  understand  that  her 
parents  had  interposed  to  delay  a  marriage  which 
Roland  desired  should  take  place  at  once — to- 
morrow morning  —  darkness  encompassed  her 
indeed. 

"  Mamma,  please  explain.  What  has  hap- 
pened ? "  she  asked,  with  a  little  shiver  and  a 
wondering  look. 

"  Gertie  dear,  it  will  only  be  a  delay  of  a 
few  weeks,"  said  Kate,  with  sympathetic  tears  in 
her  eyes.  "  You  will  remain  with  us  whilst  he 
is  away,  and  that  will  be  better  than  being  among 
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strangers  in  France.  There  must  be  a  separation 
in  any  case,  you  know ;  but  Eoland  will  soon  be 
back." 

"If  he  should  be  killed?"  murmured  Gertrude. 

"Dear  child,  officers  don't  get  killed  like 
that,"  ejaculated  Mrs.  Corrington,  stroking  Ger- 
trude's hand,  and  keeping  her  own  emotion 
valiantly  under  control.  "  Your  father  has  been 
in  action  more  often  than  I  can  recollect,  and  he 
always  says  that  it  is  not  more  dangerous  than 
fox-hunting,  or  crossing  the  streets  of  London." 

"  But  if  Eoland  were  wounded  I  could  not  go 
to  him,"  muttered  Gertrude  in  a  low,  despairing 
tone,  almost  as  if  she  were  speaking  to  herself. 
Up  to  that  moment  she  had  remained  in  seeming 
apathy,  but  all  at  once  she  roused  herself,  and 
turning  a  brave  glance  on  her  mother,  said — 

"  Mamma,  if  Eoland  asks  me  to  go  with  him 
I  shall  go." 

Kate  could  have  hugged  her  for  that,  it 
seemed  so  spirited.  Anything  appeared  better 
to  Kate  than  moping  ;  and  perhaps  Mrs.  Cor- 
rino'ton  herself  imaoined  for  an  instant  that  it 
would  be  well  if  Gertrude  could  be  left  to  take 
her  fate  into  her  own  hands.  Nevertheless,  she 
had  to  give  a  reproving  answer — 
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"  Koland  will  not  ask  you  to  take  a  false  step, 
dear  ;  he  will  be  reasonable.  He  cannot  make 
you  his  lawful  wife  without  a  number  of  for- 
malities, which  he  has  not  time  to  accomplish 
before  going  away.     That  is  all  the  trouble." 

"  But  if  he  says  all  those  formalities  are 
unnecessary,  I  believe  him,"  rejoined  Gertrude. 

"  We  all  believe  that  he  thinks  himself  right, 
dear,  but  he  may  be  mistaken,'*  submitted  Mrs. 
Corrington. 

"  Papa  and  Hucks  may  be  mistaken,"  was 
Gertrude's  answer. 

Her  mother  had  never  known  her  so  firm ;  but 
there  are  occasions  when  the  girl  is  transformed 
instantly  into  a  woman,  just  as  the  hot,  soft  iron 
l)ecomes  steel.  There  was  somethino^  alarmino;  in 
Gertrude's  resistance,  but  a  moment's  reflection 
showed  Mrs.  Corrington  that,  under  the  Due 
d' Alma's  circumstances,  her  daughter  could  not 
make  a  runaway  or  clandestine  marriage  ;  accord- 
ingly she  laid  herself  out,  with  Kate's  assistance, 
merely  to  soothe  Gertrude,  and  make  her  look  at 
the  bright  side  of  things.  How  different  her 
task  would  have  been  if  she  had  been  obliged 
to  persuade  Gertrude  to  give  up  her  match 
altogether.     She  could  not  help  thinking  of  this, 
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feeling  deeply  thankful  that  it  still  behoved  her 
to  encourage  and  not  to  quench  Gertrude's  love 
for  a  man  worthy  of  being  loved. 

But  by-and-by,  when  the  General  came  home, 
primed  with  the  wisdom  of  Messrs.  Butterby  and 
Quang,  Mrs.  Corrington  had  to  recommence  her 
arguments.  She  told  her  husband  how  deter- 
mined Gertrude  was  to  take  her  lover's  part  in 
whatever  the  latter  might  propose,  and  this 
induced  her  to  make  a  suggestion,  which  had 
suddenly  occurred  to  her  as  a  happy  thought, 
for  settling  matters  to  everybody's  satisfaction. 

"  Why  should  not  Eoland  be  married  on  the 
day  of  his  departure,  and  leave  his  bride  at  the 
church  door  ?  Gertrude  would  remain  with  her 
family  during  the  war,  and  if  Eoland  returned 
safe  and  well,  he  could  then  take  the  steps 
necessary  to  prevent  his  grandmother  from 
annulling  his  marriage  ;  but  if  he  died,  Gertrude 
would  at  least  have  some  compensation  for  her 
bereavement,  since  she  would  be  Duchess  of  Alma, 
and  have  her  jointure  of  £20,000.  That  jointure 
could  not  be  taken  from  her,  as  the  money  was 
already  lodged  in  an  English  bank,  to  be  paid 
over  to  her  trustee  on  the  day  of  her  marriage, 
and  that  trustee  was  the  General  himself. 
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To  all  these  plans  the  General  hearkened 
as  a  wild  boar  to  a  tune  on  the  flute.  He 
grunted,  and,  as  might  have  been  expected,  he 
rejected  everything  authoritatively.  Had  he  not 
consulted  Mr.  Butterby,  Mr.  Jentleigh,  and  Mr. 
Quang,  and  had  not  these  weathercocks  shown 
him  how  the  wind  of  public  opinion  blew  ? 
General  Corrington  was  one  of  those  men  whose 
intercourse  with  their  wives,  though  aff'ectionate, 
consists  largely  of  grumbles  and  growls.  He 
seldom  condescended  to  give  a  reason  in  persuasive 
language.  "  Stufl"  and  nonsense  !  "  "  Tomfoolery ! " 
"  Upon  my  soul,  you  must  be  mad,  Eliza  !  "  were 
the  things  he  habitually  said ;  and  this  is  what  he 
said  now. 

But  he  was  not  a  meddler  or  a  poseur.  It 
never  entered  his  head  that  he  should  issue 
any  orders  to  Gertrude,  or  prohibit  her  from 
having  another  private  interview  with  the  Duke, 
or  dictate  to  the  Duke  himself  what  he  must 
or  must  not  say  at  such  an  interview.  In  all 
difficulties  that  arise  between  English  gentlemen 
a  great  deal  is  taken  for  granted  on  both  sides, 
and  all  those  declamations  and  categorical  inter- 
dicts which  spring  out  of  misunderstandings 
betwixt  foreigners  are  avoided. 

TOT,.    TT.  2^ 
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When  Eoland  returned  to  Kingshouse,  about 
an  hour  before  dinner  (having,  since  his  scene 
with  ]\I.  Grachard,  driven  to  Brightport  to  buy 
a.  licence),  he  anticipated  that  he  was  going  to 
have  another  explanatory  scene  ^ith  the  elders 
of  the  Corrino^ton  familv  :  but  there  was  no 
scene.  The  General  had  withdrawn  into  his 
studv.  Mrs.  Corrino^ton  and  her  two  vouno^er 
dauo'hters  were  in  the  o-arden  chattino;  with  some 
visitors,  and  the  Duke,  after  being  cordially  re- 
ceived, was  allowed  to  roam  unhindered  into  the 
drawing-room,  where  Gertrude  sat  alone. 

She  greeted  him  with  gentle  blushing  self- 
possession.  There  was  a  little  sadness  in  her 
eyes,  but  none  in  her  manner,  as  she  surrendered 
herself  to  his  kiss.  She  had  put  her  whole  trust 
in  him  ;   what  was  there  to  make  her  afraid  ? 

'•'  You  have  heard  that  war  has  been  declared, 
and  that  I  have  been  ordered  home,  my  little 
little  one?"  he  began,  rather  excitedly. 

Her  hand  trembled  in  his,  and  her  look  was 
full  of  sympathy.  The  cpiestion  needed  no 
answer. 

"  And  when  I  am  on  the  battle-field,  my 
darling,  how  will  it  be  with  me  ? "  continued 
Eoland.     "  Shall  I  have  left  a  wife  at  home  to 
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welcome  me  back  victorious,  to  come  and  tend 
me.  if  I  am  wounded,  or  to  mourn  me  if  I  fall  i 
You  Lave  been  told  that  there  are  obstacles  to 
our  wedding."  (Gertrude  nodded.)  "But  can  I 
bear  to  go  away  unmarried  ?  It  may  be  that 
I  am  only  asking  you  to  become  my  widows  but, 
iiioa  Dieu,  I  am  selfish  enough  to  desire  that,  if 
I  die,  you  should  have  the  right  to  wear  mourn- 
ing for  me,  to  preserve  my  memory,  and  bear  my 
name.  Who  will  keep  my  grave,  and  put  flowers 
( )n  it,  if  I  have  no  wife  ?  " 

"  I  will  be  your  wife,  Koland,"  replied 
Gertrude,  firmly,  tears  starting  to  her  eyes. 
"  Oh  yes,  Eoland  dear,  do  not  let  us  be 
parted." 

"  Ah,  thank  God  !  but  it  must  be  to-morrow, 
my  darling,"  cried  Eoland,  eagerly.  "See,  I 
have  bought  a  licence  to-day.  But  listen  to  me. 
1  will  not  take  you  from  your  home.  I  will 
marry  you  in  your  own  church,  and  then  I  will 
go.  You  will  come  with  me  to  the  station,  your 
arm  in  mine,  you  will  be  my  wife  before  all  men, 
Ijut  it  will  be  better  that  you  should  remain  with 
your  family  until  I  can  come  back  and  take  you 
to  my  own  land.  You  would  be  too  sad  there 
alone  whilst  I  was  absent.     And  your  marriage 
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must  not  bring  you  grief,  my  darling ;  it  must 
give  you  happiness  and  peace  as  it  will  to  me." 

Thus  Eoland  had  formed  the  same  project  as 
Mrs.  Corrington. 

All  the  prudent  people  of  his  acquaintance 
might  have  told  him  that  it  would  be  kinder  to 
Gertrude  if  he  left  her  free  until  his  return.  But 
he  did  not  think  so.  He  loved  and  was  loved  : 
if  he  had  been  o-oino^  to  certain  death  he  would 
still  have  asked  Gertrude  to  take  from  him,  as 
his  parting  gift,  the  sweet,  sacred  title  of  wife. 
They  would  be  joined  for  ever  even  though  they 
parted  at  the  church  door,  and  that  was  what  he 
wanted. 

He  had  relied  on  Gertrude's  acquiescence,  but 
there  were  some  wild  ideas  in  his  mind  that  he 
might  have  to  marry  her  in  a  clandestine  fashion 
— persuading  her  to  slip  out  of  the  house  early 
in  the  morning  and  meet  him  at  church.  He 
had  heard  that  Eno^lish  oirls  did  this  kind  of 
thing  without  much  scruple  when  their  parents 
were  obdurate  ;  and  after  what  had  passed  in  the 
morning  he  did  not  doubt  that  the  General 
would  remain  obdurate.  It  was  with  some 
surprise  that  he  saw  vdth.  what  tranquil  dignity 
Gertrude  spoke   of   acting  against   her   father's 
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advice ;  she  expressed  no  fear  of  his  resentment, 
for  there  was  no  rebelliousness  in  her  purpose. 
Dutifully,  undefiantly  she  meant  to  claim  the 
privileo^e  which  belono^s  to  everv  Enorlish  orirl  of 
age,  of  marrying  whom  she  pleased,  and  of  taking 
all  risks  to  herself 

''  We  will  speak  to  papa  and  mamma  about 
this  after  dinner,"  she  said ;  and  even  to  one 
who  knew  the  English  so  well  as  Roland  did, 
Gertrude's  fearless  candour  and  absolute  faith  in 
the  justice  of  her  parents  seemed  novel  and 
admirable. 

Dinner  was  announced  while  the  two  were 
together.  Roland  gave  his  arm  to  Mrs.  Corring- 
ton,  but  had  Gertrude  on  one  side  of  him  at 
table.  The  General  played  the  host  as  if  nothing 
disagreeable  had  occurred,  chatting  profession- 
ally about  the  war — or  rather,  keeping  up  a 
monologue  on  that  topic  as  he  carved. 

"  I  suppose  your  outfit  is  ready  V  he 
said  ;  "  and  with  stables  like  yours  you  will  have 
no  trouble  about  chargers.  Tw^o  bays  are  they  ?  " 
(Roland  had  said  nothing  about  bays.)  "I  expect, 
though,  that  you'll  have  to  get  others  now  that 
you're  to  wear  breastplate  and  helmet — Dick, 
some  fish  ? " 


38  THE  duke's  marriage. 

"  I  forget  lioAA'  many  liundredweiglit  a  life- 
guardsman's  charger  carries,"  said  Dick.  "  There 
was  Hugh  Hill  of  the  Blues ;  he  was  six  foot  five, 
and  weighed  eighteen  stone,  so  they  got  up  a 
joke  about  an  officer  of  the  Society  for  the  Pre- 
vention of  Cruelty  to  Animals  being  on  the 
watch,  and  ready  to  collar  him  the  first  time  lie 
rode  out." 

•'  We  have  an  officer  in  our  Carabineers — 
Colonel  Dupressoir,  who  is  like  the  Porthos  of 
Dumas's  novels,"  observed  Poland.  "  His  name* 
suits  him  so  well  that  we  say  he  must  have  had 
a  broken-down  horse  for  his  sponsor.  We  nick- 
name him  '  Gog,'  though,  because,  when  he  came 
over  to  England  in  the  Emperor's  suite  some 
years  ago,  and  went  to  the  Guildhall,  a  little 
London  street-boy  asked  him  where  Magog  was." 

"Will  your  breastplate  be  bullet-proof?" 
asked  Bertha,  from  the  opposite  side  of  the  table. 

"After  a  fashion,"  lausrhed  Poland,  "so  lono; 

as    no    bullets  touch   it.      You  know  what    the 

Duke  of  Wellino'ton  did  when  a  countr^^llan  of 

mine  brought  him  a  shirt  of  mail  which  he  said 

*  Pressoir,  the  stone  press  in  which  grapes  are  crushed. 
Tolonel  Dupressoir  was  the  Goliath  of  the  French  army. 
He  became  a  general  during  the  war ;  was  in  Bazaine's 
army  at  Metz,  and  died  in  1877. 
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could  be  worn  under  the  coat,  and  was  proof 
against  dagger  and  bullet :  '  Put  it  on,'  said  the 
Duke,  'and  stand  in  the  corner  there/  But 
when  the  inventor  saw  the  Duke  open  his  pistol- 
box  he  took  to  his  heels,  and  I  dare  say  he  is 
running  still." 

"  It's  a  great  point  to  be  campaigning  in  a 
good  climate,"  continued  the  General,  who  only 
stopped  speaking  when  he  ate.  "  I'd  rather  have 
to  meet  a  few  thousands  more  of  the  enemy  than 
armies  of  mosquitoes  and  fleas." 

'•  Oh,  papa  !  "  exclaimed  Bertha. 

''  You  are  quite  right.  General,"  said  Eoland. 
*'  But  against  enemies  like  those,  war  is  not  very 
romantic,  is  it.  Bertha  ?  In  Germany  we  shall 
only  have  to  reckon  with  fire  and  sword  ;  and  here 
I  must  tell  you  another  story  about  Victory  and 
Slaughter,  having  once  made  a  compact  before  a 
war,  as  to  the  number  of  men  who  should  ])^^ 
killed.  When  the  campaign  was  over,  Victory 
reproached  her  dismal  sister  for  having  taken 
more  men  than  had  been  agreed  upon.  '  I  did 
not  take  them,'  said  Slaughter ;  '  it  was  Fever 
who  carried  off  the  surplus.'" 

"  How  dreadful ! "  said  Bertha,  with  a  well- 
imitated  shudder. 
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"  Ague  is  such  a  shocking  thing,  I've  heard,'' 
remarked  Mrs.  Corrington,  who  did  not  seize  this 
opportunity  of  reminding  the  Duke  that  her 
father  had  been  an  army  surgeon,  and  that  she 
knew  a  great  deal  about  ambulances. 

"  I've  heard  that  it  requires  a  man's  own 
weight  in  lead  to  kill  him  in  action,"'  interposed 
Dick. 

"  Yes,  it  does,  Dick,"  said  Koland,  turning 
Viiih  a  reassuring  smile  to  Gertrude,  for  whom  all 
this  talk  had  a  too  painful  interest.  "  Napoleon 
used  to  say,  '  The  lead  currency  is  mostly  made 
up  of  bad  pieces.'  As  to  ague,  my  poor  father 
fell  ill  of  it  in  the  Crimea  at  the  same  time  as 
his  servant,  and  shall  I  tell  you  how  he  was 
cured  ?  Why,  his  servant  having  got  well,  my 
father  said  to  the  surgeon,  '  What  doses  have 
vou  been  oivino;  me  ? '  '  Such  and  such  doses,' 
said  the  doctor.  'Ah,  and  so  you  expect  a 
general  to  recover  on  the  same  doses  which  vou 
administer  to  a  private  soldier,'  exclaimed  my 
father.  '  Here,  give  me  the  bottle,'  and  count- 
ing off  on  his  fingers  the  grades  that  separated 
him  from  his  servant — corporal,  serjeant,  sub- 
lieutenant, lieutenant,  captain,  and  so  on,  he 
poured  himself  out  a  full  tumbler  of  medicine, 
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and    drank    it.      The    next    day   he   was    well. 
Aha  !      That  is  a  fact." 

To  hear  how  they  all  laughed  (the  story  had 
l)een  spoken  so  distinctly  for  the  General's  ear, 
that  even  he  heard  it)  nobody  would  have 
thought  there  were  so  manv  troubled  hearts 
round  the  table.  After  this,  General  Corrington 
launched  into  strategy,  winning  pitched  battles 
and  taking  Prussian  cities  without  opposition ; 
while  Mrs.  Corrington  was  in  motherly  anxiety 
about  Koland's  outfits,  and  wanted  to  know 
Avhether  she  could  possibly  do  anything  that 
would  be  of  service.  "  Those  mihtary  outfitters 
never  do  things  properly — I  do  hope  your  sister 
will  look  over  your  valises  before  you  start,"  she 
said. 

^\Tien  dinner  was  over,  the  General,  Roland, 
and  Dick  remained  alone  in  the  dining-room  for 
a  short  time,  the  General  smoking  a  cigar  and 
sipping  port.  (As  he  never  gave  much  for  his 
wines  and  was  easily  allured  by  the  advertise- 
ments of  cheap  dealers,  Dick  used  to  say,  "  The 
guvnor  always  sticks  to  those  genuine  English 
Avines,  port  and  sherr}^")  The  conversation 
between  the  three  did  not  touch  upon  private 
affairs ;  but   presently  Dick  retired,  and   imme- 
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diately  afterwards  ]\Irs.  Corrington  and  Gertrude 
came  in. 

Gertrude  had  told  her  mother  of  what 
Eoland  had  arranged,  and  of  her  own  resolve  to 
he  guided  by  him.  It  w^as  now  Mrs.  Corrington's 
mission,  hj  a  last  appeal,  to  vdn  over  the  General. 
She  was  agitated,  scarcely  knowing  whether  the 
plan  w^hich  she  had  advocated  a  few  hours  before 
was  right  or  wrong,  but  feeling  that  the  joint 
will  of  her  daughter  and  of  Eoland  was  not 
to  be  controlled.  The  scene  derived  a  certain 
solemnity  from  Mrs.  Corrington  being  obliged 
to  speak  to  her  husband  in  a  slow,  distinct  tone, 
so  that  he  might  catch  every  word  she  said. 
Eoland  had  risen,  and  stood  before  Gertrude, 
holding  her  hand. 

The  General  took  the  cigar  from  his  li23s,  and 
looking  gravely  at  Eoland,  said,  "  You  cannot 
expect  me  to  apj)rove  this  scheme,  xllma.  I 
should  be  glad  to  give  you  my  daughter,  but  f(^r 
the  present  you  cannot  marry  her." 

"  You  hear  what  your  father  says,  dear  ? "  ex- 
claimed Mrs.  Corrington,  in  a  lamentable  voice. 

"  Papa  dear,  I  have  given  my  promise,"  said 
Gertrude,  advancing  towards  her  father  and  put- 
tino'  her  hand  on  his  shoulder. 
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"  Speak  louder,  my  dear.  What  did  you 
say,  Duke  ? "  asked  the  General,  making  a  horn 
of  his  hand,  for  he  thought  Eoland  had  spoken. 

"  I  entreat  you  not  to  stand  in  the  way  of 
our  happiness,  sir,"  pleaded  Roland,  very  respect- 
fully ;  and  Gertrude  adding  some  words  of  her 
own,  the  General  understood  that  he  was  to  be 
disobeyed. 

"  I  did  not  expect  this  from  you,  Gertrude," 
he  observed,  sharply.  "And  since  you.  Alma, 
have  shown  so  much  consideration  for  the  feel- 
ings of  your  grandmother,  I  should  have  expected 
you  to  have  known  better  than  to  set  my  girl 
against  me." 

"  Papa,  don't  be  angry  with  us.  Think, 
he  is  going  away  to  war,"  implored  Gertrude, 
clasping  her  hands. 

"  I  can  give  no  consent  to  this,"  repeated  tlu^ 
General,  standing  up.  "I  would  rather  hear  no 
more  on  the  subject.  If  you  choose  to  disobey 
me,  Gertrude,  you  are  of  age,  and  can  do  so, 
that  is  all  I  have  to  say." 

He  did  say  no  more,  but  waved  his  hand  to 
signify  that  further  talk  was  useless,  and  walked 
out  of  the  room.  Mrs.  Corrington  heard  him 
shut  the  door  of  his  study.     "  Oh,  Gertie  dear, 


44  THE  duke's  marriage. 

how  pained  your  father  must  be  ! "  cried  the  poor 
lady ;  and  upon  this  Gertrude  threw  herself  into 
her  mother's  arms.  She  knew  that  her  mother 
Avould  have  to  bear  all  the  disas^reeables  of  this 
affair. 

"  Please,  mamma,  you  must  ask  him  to  for- 
give me,"  sobbed  Gertrude. 

"  Dear  child,  let  us  wait  another  day ;  per- 
haps your  father  ^ill  alter  his  mind  to-morrow," 
faltered  Mrs.  Corrington,  who  was  almost  over- 
come. 

There  was  no  waiting,  however.  The  question 
had  been  amply  discussed,  and  Eoland  possessed 
the  soldierly  quality  of  knoA;\'ing  when  negotia- 
tions must  cease  and  action  begin.  He  and 
Gertrude  were  convinced  that  thev  were  actinor 
for  the  best.  After  a  trying  scene  Mrs.  Cor- 
rinoton  retired,  feelino-  that  she  ouo-ht  not  to 
participate  in  any  scheme  repugnant  to  her  hus- 
band's wishes ;  and  yet  how  could  she  help 
rejoicing  that  the  Duke  was  so  firm  ?  He  was 
not  going  to  take  Gertrude  away ;  his  proposals 
were  most  chivalrous,  his  attitude  towards  the 
General  had  been  full  of  deference.  It  was  not 
in  a  mother's  nature  to  desire  that  he  should 
waver.     If  he  had  been  some  Lieutenant  Jones 
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^\'itli  a  ]jill  at  his  tailor  s,  that  would  have  been 
very  different.  But  he  was  not  a  Lieutenant 
Jones.  In  a  few  hours  he  was  going  to  givp 
Gertrude  high  rank  and  wealth ;  and  Mrs.  Cor- 
rington,  as  she  diied  her  eyes,  was  already 
musing  how  she  could  prevail  on  her  husband 
to  go  with  Gertrude  to  church  on  the  morrow, 
or  at  least  to  allow  her  to  go.  If  the  marriaoe 
was  to  take  place,  why  should  the  General  be 
the  first  to  publish  to  the  world  that  he  dis- 
approved it  ? 

Would  not  this  be  too  cruel  to  Gertrude  ? 
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The  General  had  already  done  Gertrude  harm  by 
asking  advice  right  and  left  in  his  perplexity. 
The  man  who  offers  his  private  affairs  to 
public  comment  is  like  one  who  opens  the  doors 
and  Avindows  of  his  house  to  the  four  winds. 

Lewbury  was  going  to  bed  with  the  idea  that 
the  grand  match  liad  failed.  Laurence  Claverley 
flattered  himself  that  Gertrude's  marriage  must 
certainly  be  put  off,  and  this  was  to  him  a  cause 
for  unspeakable  triumph  and  hope.  He  was 
persuaded  that  he  had  behaved  very  well  in 
communicating^  to  Mrs.  Nethersole  the  informa- 
tion  which  he  had  received  from  Grachard  about 
the  French  marriage  laws  ;  and  though  there  was 
a  meanish  look  about  the  proceeding,  coming 
from  him — the  rival — nobody  on  reflection  could 
have   pronounced  it  mean.     Su^^posing  that  he 
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liad  held  his  tongue,  and  that  after  Gertrude  had 
been  deluded  into  a  bogus  marriage,  it  had  been 
discovered  that  he,  Claverley,  had  been  aware 
all  the  while  that  she  was  being  deceived, 
would  it  not  have  been  said  that  he  had  kept 
silent  from  vindictiveness  ?  " 

There  is  such  a  mistrust  of  foreigners  in 
England,  that  only  those  kind-hearted  people 
who  like  to  think  the  best  of  others,  and  who  are 
always  sorry  to  see  a  love-marriage  hindered — 
only  these  refrained  from  jumj)ing  at  once  to 
the  conclusion  that  Claverley  had  been  exposing 
an  adventurer.  But  even  these  admitted  that 
Claverley  had  no  option  save  to  caution  General 
Corrington  about  w^hat  he  had  heard  ;  and  that 
in  using  a  pious,  prudent  matron  like  Mrs. 
Nethersole  for  his  intermediary,  he  had  gone  to 
work  in  the  most  proper  way. 

It  need  scarcely  be  added,  however,  that  in 
spite  of  all  this  Claverley  was  not  quite  j)roud  of 
himself.  He  had  acutely  felt  the  sting  of  the 
Duke's  contempt  in  the  scene  at  Mrs.  Hopkins'. 
He  had  perceived  that  the  Duke  was  truly  a 
gentleman.  Adventurers  baulked  in  some  ne- 
farious scheme  do  not  carry  their  heads  as 
Koland  d'Alma   did,  when  he  taunted  Grachard 
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and  exacted  an  apology  from  him.  Besides, 
what  scheme  could  a  maa  like  the  Duke  propose 
to  himself  by  betraying  the  trust  of  an  honour- 
able family  ?  There  was  no  question  about 
his  rank,  his  military  antecedents,  his  wealth, 
nor  about  the  money  which  he  had  settled 
upon  G-ertrude.  How,  then,  could  anybody, 
not  hopelessly  prejudiced,  imagine  that  the 
Duke  would  disgrace  himself  by  anything  in  the 
nature  of  a  mock-marriage  ? 

Claverley  brooded  upon  these  things  after  the 
Duke  had  retired,  and  while  Grachard,  Polly,  and 
Mrs.  Hopkins  continued  their  jangling  dispute. 
The  Duke  might  be  killed  in  action,  or  during 
the  campaign  his  fancy  for  Gertrude  might  pass  ; 
or  hers  for  him — if  it  were  but  a  fancy — might 
vanish.  At  all  events,  while  the  Duke  was  away, 
he,  Claverley,  would  have  a  clear  field  to  begin 
his  courtship  afresh,  and  he  would  have  chance 
on  his  side. 

That  is  what  he  thought  ^ith  the  knitted 
brows  that  spoke  of  a  passion  which  was  strong, 
and  a  contraction  of  the  lips — that  faint  grin 
which  the  French  call  rire  jaune — which  came 
from  a  memory  of  the  humiliations  he  had 
suffered  through  the    man  whom  he    had  now 
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suddenly  disabled,  as  he  believed,  by  a  blow  just 
ou  the  line  of  the  belt — if  not  below  it. 

He  was  drawn  from  his  browTi  study  by  the 
noise  which  Grachard  made,  yelling  at  the  two 
women  as  loud  as  he  could.  "  Silence,  every- 
body. Now  listen.  Mademoiselle  Hopkins  ;  I 
will  marry  you,  but  on  one  condition — instantly 
you  take  this  letter  to  the  post." 

'^  For  mercy's  sake,  mother,  do  be  quiet !  " 
entreated  Polly  of  her  parent,  whose  tongue, 
like  Lancelot's  blade,  was  not  easily  sheathed. 

"  I'd  be  glad  to  know  what's  in  the  letter," 
declared  Mrs.  Hopkins.  "  I  didn't  like  the  looks 
of  him  as  he  was  writing  it." 

Grachard  had  just  dashed  off  the  letter. 
The  ink  of  it  was  still  wet.  He  waved  the  paper 
furiously  under  Mrs.  Hopkins'  eyes.  "  There, 
madame,  take  and  read." 

"  Why,  bless  the  man,  it's  in  French  ;  I  cau 
see  it's  a  lot  of  nonsense,  that's  all,  else  it 
wouldn't  be  wTit  so  fast." 

"  Nonsense  !  ah,  you  call  it  nonsense,  Madame 
Hopkins,  that  your  daughter's  husband  should 
be  jealous  of  his  honour."  Shouting  which, 
Grachard  thumped  his  chest  with  both  fists,  and 
wagged  his  nose  close  to  that  of  his  petrified 
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landlady.  "Dr.  Claverley  here  will  translate 
you  my  letter.  But  first,  my  friend  "  (and  he 
turned  towards  the  doctor),  "  have  you  forgiven 
me  for  what  I  put  in  that  newspaper  ? " 

"  Let  us  say  no  more  about  it,"  answered 
Claverley,  remembering  that  Grachard  had 
rendered  him  so  important  a  service  in  delaying 
Gertrude's  marriage  that  he  could  not  bear  him 
any  grudge. 

"  Well,  then,  read  and  give  me  your  opinion ; 
at  least,  give  me  your  approval.  I  want  no 
criticisms." 

The  letter  which  Claverley  translated  was 
addressed  to  "Monsieur  Louis  Bonaparte,"  and 
ran  thus  : — 

"  Sir, 

"  A  person  using  my  name  has  applied 
to  you  for  a  pardon.  You  must  know  that  I 
have  none  to  ask.  For  having  tried  to  dethrone 
you  I  have  been  exiled,  but  not  made  guilty. 
My  name  is  Harmodious,  and  for  crimes  like 
mine,  patriots  claim  public  honours  from  a  freed 
nation.  The  doors  of  the  Capitol  will  some  day 
be  opened  to  receive  me.  I  will  return  to  France 
when  you  shall  have  left  it. 

•'  TiMOX  Grachard." 
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"  The  letter  is  explicit  enough,"  said  Claverley  ; 
perhaps  the  allusion  to  Harmodius " 

"  Will  you  that  I  say  Brutus,  then,  William 
Tell,  Guido  Fawkes  ?     It  is  all  the  same  to  me." 

"  Xo,  anything  for  peace's  sake,"  interposed 
Polly.  "  The  letter  will  do  very  well,  Tim  ;  give 
it  me  and  I  vnll  post  it." 

"  Nobody  shall  post  it  except  myself,"  shouted 
Grachard,  putting  the  missive  into  an  envelope. 
"  Mees  Hopkins,  do  you  think  that  I  do  not 
know  your  tricks  ?  There  is  no  more  trust 
between  us." 

"  That's  a  foolish  thing  to  say,  Tim,  if  we're 
to  live  together  for  better  or  worse,"  replied  the 
girl,  sensibly.  "  I  thought  you  said  just  now 
that  you  wanted  me  to  post  it." 

"  Why,  he  said  he  wouldn't  marry  you  unless 
you  did,"  exclaimed  Mrs.  Hopkins.  "  Bless  the 
gaby  !  his  head  must  have  been  screwed  on  by 
some  'prentice  when  there  was  a  press  of  work, 
about  Christmas-time." 

'' Mctdame  Hopkins,  there  is  the  door," 
ejaculated  Grachard,  not  for  the  first  time. 
"  And  you,  Polly,  put  on  your  bonnet.  If  I  said 
you  should  post  it,  you  shall,  but  I  will  go  with 
you." 

LIBRARY 

UNIVERSITY  OF  ILLINOIS 


52  THE   duke's   marriage. 

It  was  not  fated,  however,  that  the  letter 
should  be  posted  just  yet.  Grachard  had  plunged 
downstairs,  preceding  Polly,  and  altogether  for- 
S'ettino;  Claverlev,  who  lins^ered  behind  and  said 
a  few  words  to  Mrs.  Hopkins,  warning  her  not 
to  irritate  her  future  son-in-law.  He  was  still 
speaking  when  there  was  an  explosion  of  voices 
downstairs — a  chorus  of  Ah !  diahle !  Sacre- 
hleu  !  Sapristi !  after  which  Grachard  returned 
quickly  upstairs  in  the  greatest  excitement, 
followed  by  two  other  Frenchmen,  in  coats 
with  fur  collars  (though  it  was  July),  and  cloth 
tmvelling  caps.  Both  these  Frenchmen  carried 
bags,  smelt  of  pipes,  and  looked  the  worse  for 
sea-sickness. 

The  following  unexpected  scene  was  then 
enacted  before  the  eyes  of  Claverley,  Polly,  and 
her  mother. 

Both  travellers  set  their  bags  on  the  table, 
bared  their  heads  (which  had  little  hair  on  them), 
and  for  a  moment  stared  in  silence  at  Grachard, 
One  of  the  pair  was  a  close -cropj^ed  fat  little 
fellow,  with  a  short  beard  black  as  crow's  wing, 
and  rather  jolly  eyes.  The  other  was  tall,  gaunt, 
grey,  with  Ian  tern -jaws,  spectacles,  and  shirt  collars 
of  the  kind  which  were  fashionable  about  1848. 
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''  Voi/ons,  Grcvchard,  peut-on  te  server  la 
main  ? "  asked  the  fat  little  man,  extending 
both  hands  half  open,  and  cocking  his  head 
dubiously. 

"  Tell  us  that  you've  not  turned  traitor 
against  the  good  cause,"  said  the  taller  man, 
spreading  out  a  pair  of  much  longer  arms,  and 
speaking  in  a  deep,  husky  bass. 

Grachard  burst  into  tears — tears  so  genuine 
that  Polly  flew  to  his  side  ;  but  he  thrust  her 
away.  "  Ah,  my  friends,  Eatabouille,  Compernot, 
I  knew  these  doubts  would  arise,  but  you  are 
just  in  time  to  see  this  letter  which  I  was  going 
to  send.  All  this  has  not  been  my  fault !  Here 
is  my  friend,  the  Doctor  Claverley,  who  knows 
the  whole  matter,  and  will  assure  you  of  my 
innocence." 

The  letter  to  Monsieur  Bonaparte  was  opened, 
and  read  by  the  two  travellers  standing  together, 

"  Grachard,  embrace  me,"  cried  the  fat  little 
man,  as  if  a  load  had  been  lifted  from  his  heart, 
and  Grachard  was  forthwith  locked  in  the  arms 
of  Ratabouille. 

"Friend,  I  give  you  back  my  esteem," 
croaked  Compernot ;  and  again  Grachard  went 
through  the  process  of  hugging  and  osculation. 
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"  Well,  I  never !  "  exclaimed  Mrs.  Hopkins. 
"  Three  big  babbies  kissing  and  slobbering. 
What  in  mercy's  name  does  it  mean  ?  " 

It  meant  this.  Many  of  Grachard's  friends, 
reading  in  the  Officiel  that  he  had  sued  for 
pardon,  had  been  seized  \^dtli  astonishment  and 
alarm.  Grachard  had  always  been  considered  a 
safe  man,  and  secrets  concerning  the  objects  and 
resources  of  the  Kepublican  party  in  France  had 
often  been  entrusted  to  his  keeping.  Important 
documents,  which  could  not  prudently  be  har- 
boured in  a  country  where  persons  are  liable  to 
domiciliary  visits  from  the  police,  had  also  from 
time  to  time  been  remitted  to  him  for  custody. 
It  was  most  necessary,  therefore,  that  the  Eepub- 
licans  should  ascertain  w^hether  Grachard  had 
really  turned  traitor,  and  sold  all  their  secrets  to 
the  Government.  It  was  held  that  a  man  so 
thorough  as  he  was  not  likely  to  have  done 
things  by  halves  ;  so  that  if  he  had  abased  him- 
self to  ask  a  pardon  of  the  Emperor,  it  was 
probable  he  had  done  much  more.  Accordingly, 
two  of  the  most  knowing  of  the  party  had 
started  for  England  to  find  out  the  truth. 

Eatabouille  was  a  newspaper  editor,  Com- 
pernot    a    member    of    the    Legislative    Body. 
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Serving  the  same  cause,  they  differed  much  in 
opinions  and  objects,  but  resembled  each  other 
like  brothers  in  this,  that  neither  of  them  wanted 
to  suffer  for  his  Eepublicanism.  To  die  for  one's 
country  may  have  seemed  a  good  thing  in  the 
time  of  Codrus  ;  but  to  live  for  one's  country, 
and  upon  it,  is  an  improvement  on  that  old  idea. 
Katabouille  had  found  that,  under  an  easy- 
going despot,  Republicanism  pays.  It  would 
not  have  payed  him,  of  course,  to  get  guillotined 
or  transported  to  Cayenne.  He  had  once  nearly 
l)rought  himself  to  the  scaffold  by  getting  acci- 
dentally mixed  up  in  a  bombshell  plot  ;  and  the 
mere  thought  of  Dr.  Guillotin's  apparatus  had 
ever  since  been  enough  to  give  him  a  fresh 
sensation  on  the  nape  of  the  neck.  But  he  had 
once  undergone  a  sentence  of  a  few  weeks' 
imprisonment  for  seditious  writing,  and  liked 
it ;  for  there  had  been  a  public  subscription  to 
oive  him  a  testimonial,  and  he  had  come  out  of 
prison  a  popular  man,  and  with  a  large  increase 
of  circulation  to  his  newspaper.  He  was  ready 
for  any  moderate  amount  of  martyrdom,  as  per 
this  sample.  A  well- warmed  room  at  the  prison 
of  Ste.  Pelagic,  with  congenial  fellow-captives  and 
luncheons  off  champagne  and  pate  de  foie  gras  sent 
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in  by  s}Tnpathizers  from  outside,  had  no  terrors 
for  him.  The  Correctional  Court  had  saved  him 
from  the  Tribunal  de  Commerce — imprisonment 
from  bankruptcy.  In  the  Republican  army  he 
now  served  as  bandsman,  playing  the  big  cb'um  ; 
and  he  was  content  with  this  position.  He  did 
not  really  want  the  Empire  to  fall,  except  for 
the  fun  of  the  thing,  as  he  was  of  jocular  humour. 
No  chano-e  of  oovernment  could  have  made  him 
more  than  he  was — the  proprietor  and  editor  of 
a  newspaper  which  brought  him  money,  the 
laughing  applause  of  the  Boulevards,  and  even 
mob  favour. 

But  Maxime  Compernot  hunted  bigger  game. 
He  had  held  office  for  a  short  time  during  the 
Republic  of  1848,  and  could  put  upon  his  visiting 
cards  Ancien  Ministre.  During  his  short  tenure 
of  office  he  had  disorganized  a  state  department, 
distributed  government  posts  amongst  all  his 
kinsmen  to  the  fifth  degree,  and  obtained  three 
decorations,  native  and  foreign,  for  himself.  It 
was  said  that  he  had  received  his  first  decoration 
because  he  had  not  got  one  ;  his  second  because 
he  had  only  one  ;  and  his  third  because  he  had 
two  already. 

Compernot  was  nothing  more  than  pompous 
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and  prosy ;  but  revolutions  are  made,  and 
thousands  of  the  bravest  fellows  among  the 
people  let  themselves  be  slaughtered  behind 
barricades  fighting  desperately  as  lions,  in  order 
that  men  like  him  may  become  Cabinet  ministers. 
The  mountains  of  democracy  labour  and  the 
world  looks  on  wondering  what  race  of  giants  is 
coming  to  birth  ;  but  the  travail  brings  forth — 
Compernot. 

The  grand  merit  of  this  patriot  was  his 
respectability.  Unlike  most  Republicans  in 
those  days,  he  was  neither  bohemian  nor  fanatic  ; 
he  was  without  debts,  and  no  whispered  expla- 
nations were  necessary  about  his  domestic  rela- 
tions. Every  Republican  can  boast — and  does 
boast  loudly — of  a  mother  whom  he  adores,  but 
this  one  had  a  wife  and  family,  servants  and  a 
fixed  abode.  Distressed  constituents  who  called 
upon  him  for  relief  sometimes  actually  got  a 
five-franc  piece  instead  of  being  put  off  with 
a  sermon  against  social  inequalities,  which  is  all 
they  can  expect  from  most  "  friends  of  the 
people,"  liberalism  of  pocket  being,  somehow,  a 
different  thing  from  the  other  Liberalism. 

Compernot's  respectability  made  him  very 
careful  in  the  selection  of  his  friends.     He  only 
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cultivated  people  who  could  be  useful  to  him ; 
but  he  had  acted  as  counsel  for  Grachard  in  the 
trial  where  the  latter  was  sentenced  to  death  by 
default,  and  he  looked  upon  his  connection  with 
his  old  client  as  a  thing  that  should  be  kept  up. 
For,  either  Grachard  would  come  to  great  honour 
after  the  next  revolution,  or,  if  no  revolution 
occurred  for  several  years,  it  was  possible  that  he 
might  fall  into  new  troubles  from  plotting,  and 
in  this  case  Compernot  would  have  the  oppor- 
tunity of  defending  him  again  in  one  of  those 
sensational  speeches  which  do  so  much  for  the 
advancement  of  political  barristers.  Had  Com- 
pernot learnt  that  the  paragraph  about  Grachard 
in  the  Officiel  was  correct,  he  would  not  have 
quarrelled  with  his  old  client  for  all  that.  He 
would  have  found  excuses  for  him,  at  least  to 
his  face,  and  the  renegade  would  have  been  softly 
disarmed  by  the  intimation  that  Compernot 
meant  to  remain  his  secret  friend. 

But  it  was  of  course  better  that  things 
should  turn  out  as  they  had  done,  and  end  as 
they  were  going  to  do,  in  a  convivial  dinner. 

"  Sapristi  !  I  am  hungry  !  "  exclaimed  Eata- 
bouille,  when  there  had  been  one  or  two  more 
rounds  of  embracing  and  hand-shaking  in  honour 
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of  divers  patriotic  sentiments  uttered  by  the 
three  friends  turn-about.  ''  Grachard's  strong 
emotions  act  as  a  tonic  upon  me." 

"  The  sea  was  very  rough,"  observed  Com- 
pernot,  in  a  half-surprised  tone,  like  one  who  has 
been  the  first  to  witness  a  phenomenon  of  nature  ; 
'•'  and  I  think  a  little  soup " 

"  Ah,  my  friends,  I  will  take  you  all  to  the 
hotel,"  said  Grachard.  "  English  cuisine  hoiir- 
gcoise  is  a  thing  I  dare  not  offer  you." 

"  Treat  us  without  ceremony,  I  beg,"  said 
the  respectable  Compernot,  sniffing  dubiously, 
however,  at  the  odours  which  ascended  from  Mrs. 
Hopkins'  kitchen. 

"  I  would  rather  have  some  little  ceremony," 
owned  the  less  conventional  Eatabouille.  "Where 
dinner  is  concerned  I  always  say,  '  Treat  me 
not  as  a  friend,  but  as  an  enemy  to  be  con- 
ciliated." 

"  Listen  to  him,"  laughed  Grachard,  wiping 
away  the  last  tears  from  his  eyes.  He  looked  at 
Claverley  and  Polly  as  though  saying,  "  See 
what  a  funny  fellow  this  is ; "  but  then  he  recol- 
lected that  he  had  not  introduced  the  doctor  or 
Polly  to  his  friends.  The  omission  was  repaired  ; 
the  Frenchmen  shook  hands  with  Claverley,  and 
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tried  to  infuse  some  gallant  grace  into  their 
salutation  of  Polly. 

"  Ah,  you  are  going  to  marry  ? "  said  Eata- 
bouille.  "  My  compliments."  This  with  a  side- 
long glance  and  a  smirk  at  the  English  girl,  who 
thought  him  a  monkey  for  his  pains. 

"  If  these  gentlemen  would  like  something 
to  eat,  Tim,  mother  can  go  out  for  some  chops," 
suo'o'ested  Polly,  who  did  not  much  relish  the 
idea  of  Grachard's  going  to  the  hotel  away  from 
her. 

"  There's  some  of  the  beefsteak  pudding 
left,"  sang  out  Mrs.  Hopkins  from  the  landing. 

"  And  currant  dumplings  from  yesterday  in 
the  larder,"  piped  the  feebler  voice  of  Mrs.  Crapps 
on  the  staircase. 

"  No,  we  Tvill  go  to  the  Star  Hotel,"  said 
Grachard.  "  x\nd  you,  Claverley,  you  will  come 
with  us.  I  have  brought  you  home  to  have 
luncheon.  It  is  time  you  ate  something,  after 
all  these  interruptions." 

Claverley  declined  the  invitation  on  the 
o-round  that  he  had  to  go  and  see  some  patients. 
He  guessed  that  the  two  strangers  would  prefer 
to  have  Grachard  to  themselves ;  indeed,  it 
struck  him  that  thev  were  but  half  satisfied  with 
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Grachard's  assurances.  Gentlemen  of  that  kind, 
dealers  in  words  themselves,  are  not  to  be  paid 
off  with  mere  words,  and  the  exile  was  no 
doubt  going  to  be  subjected  to  sly  cross- 
questioning. 

Clave rley,  however,  walked  part  of  the  way 
to  the  hotel  with  the  three  Frenchmen,  and 
overheard  them  talking  about  Grachard's  own 
marriage.  Compernot  and  Grachard,  going  in 
front,  had  begun  to  discuss  this  subject  in  an 
undertone,  and  Claverley  saw  the  old  la^vyer 
shake  his  head  several  times.  Eatabouille, 
curious  to  know  what  was  being  whispered, 
cut  in  with  a  question,  and  then  Compernot 
said,  "  I  have  been  telling  Grachard  that  his 
marriage  won't  hold  in  France.  He  will  have 
to  go  through  another  when  he  returns  to  our 
country." 

"  That  is,  if  he  likes,"  grinned  Eatabouille. 

"  Ma  foi !  Mademoiselle  Hopkins  is  fore- 
warned," said  Grachard,  with  a  shrug.  "  She  is 
aware  that  she  is  marrying  a  corj)se." 

"  She  knows  our  laws  ? "  inquired  Compernot. 

"  Yes,  but  she  has  faith  that  I  will  keep  my 
word  when  civilly  resuscitated,"  said  Grachard, 
more  seriouslv. 
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"  Where  there  is  no  concealment,  there  is  no 
trap,"  said  Ratabouille. 

"  At  the  hotel  where  we  are  going  we  shall 
perhaps  catch  sight  of  the  Due  d'Alma,  who 
lodo-es  there,"  observed  Grachard.  "  In  that 
man  you  will  see  a  scamp  who  has  been  trying 
to  hide  the  traps  of  our  law  from  a  young  Eng- 
lish lady  whom  he  is  courting." 

The  three  men  continued  to  talk  about  the 
Due  d'Alma,  and  in  answer  to  a  question  from 
Claverley,  Comj)ernot  said  emphatically,  "M. 
d'Alma  knows  quite  well  that  his  wife  by  an 
irreofular  marriage  would  never  be  received  at 
Court  or  in  respectable  Catholic  society,  so  it  is 
permissible  to  conclude  that  his  courtship  is  just 
what  you  might  expect  from  a  minion  of  the 
Bonapartes — mere  libertinage. " 

Claverley,  pondering  over  these  words,  here 
left  the  party  and  went  home.  Among  the 
letters  awaiting  him  on  his  study  table,  he 
found  a  short  note  from  Miss  Jentleigh  : — 

"Dear  Dr.  Claverley, 

''You  will  remember  that  we  have  to 
make  up  the  half-yearly  accounts  of  our  church 
medical  club.     If  you  are  too  busy  to  give  me  an 
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hour  during  the  day-time,  would  you  come  to 
the  Rectory  to-day  or  to-morrow  at  half-past  nine 
in  the  evening,  and  take  a  cup  of  tea  ?  I  could 
then  show  you  the  books. 

"  Yours  faithfully, 

"SusAJ^  Jentleigh." 

Claverley  was  gratified  at  being  invited  to 
the  Rectory  in  this  friendly  fashion.  It  is  true 
that  he  had  business  with  Miss  Jentleigh,  for  he 
attended  the  members  of  the  church  relief  clubs, 
but  it  pleased  him  to  fancy  that  in  requesting 
him  to  come  and  take  a  cup  of  tea.  Miss  Jent- 
leigh meant  to  convey  to  him  her  father's 
approval,  her  own,  and  that  of  church-going 
ladies  in  general,  for  the  course  he  had  taken  in 
stopping  Gertrude's  marriage.  This  was  a  far- 
fetched conclusion  to  draw  from  an  invitation  to 
tea,  but  sensitive  men  see  in  all  unexj)ected  acts 
either  snub  or  caress. 

That  Miss  Jentleigh  might  be  simply  curious 
to  see  him  and  extract  from  him  a  little  more 
information  than  the  public  possessed,  of  coursi' 
occurred  to  his  mind  as  a  possibility ;  but  ht^ 
deemed  her  curiosity  legitimate  and  in  a  manner 
flattering.     At  the  appointed  hour  he  went  to 
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the  Eectory,  and  there  fell  in  with  Mr.  Oram, 
who  had  been  invited  on  the  same  professional 
business  as  himself. 

Susan  Jentleigh  received  him  with  that  firm 
squeeze  of  the  hand  and  straight  look  which  were 
the  signs  of  her  thoroughness ;  but  the  Eector 
was  not  present.  Meetings  between  his  daughter 
and  the  Curate  over  a  tea-table  always  sent  him 
into  his  study,  for  Susan  was  never  so  inclined 
for  a  controversy  about  ritualism  as  when  she 
sat  at  her  gipsy-table  dispensing  tea  in  her  pretty 
Satsuma  cups,  and  Mr.  Oram,  on  his  side,  seemed 
to  derive  infinite  powers  of  sarcasm  from  the 
mastication  of  buttered  toast. 

"  Tell  the  Eector,  Dr.  Claverley  is  here,"  said 
Susan  to  the  maid  who  brought  in  the  tray ;  but 
the  girl  returned  saying,  "Master  begged  to  be 
excused  for  half  an  hour,  as  he  was  very 
iHisy." 

"  Papa  is  deep  in  books  on  poultry,"  observed 
Susan  ;  "he  ho]3es  to  win  a  prize." 

Mr.  Jentleigh's  Dorkings  and  Black  Spanish, 
it  should  be  mentioned,  were  famous  all  over  the 
country,  and  the  object  of  his  almost  undivided 
solicitude.  When  not  attending  to  their  creature 
comforts   in   person,  he    was   generally   reading 
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about  the  ailments  peculiar  to  their  race,  or  con- 
tributing remarks  about  them  to  the  poultry 
column  of  the  Field. 

"  The  Kector  thinks  that  in  half  an  hour  Miss 
Jentleigh  and  I  may  have  settled  our  dispute 
about  the  restoration  of  the  church,"  said  Mr. 
Oram,  with  a  slight  smile  over  his  cup. 

"  It  will  take  more  than  half  an  hour  to  con- 
vince me  that  a  Georgian  church  ought  to  be 
restored  in  the  Gothic  style,"  said  Susan,  bending 
over  some  crewel-work. 

''  Georgian !  Well,  perhaps  the  architect's 
name  was  George ;  but  if  you  have  noticed  the 
little  window  to  the  north  of  the  altar " 

"Communion-table,"  suggested  Susan,  quietly. 

"Altar,"  mildly  repeated  Mr.  Oram,  help- 
ing himself  to  some  more  toast.  "  It  was 
smothered  in  whitewash  till  last  year ;  but 
there's  no  doubt  that  it's  a  thirteenth -century 
window. " 

"  There  is  work  of  all  periods  in  the  church, 
so  why  not  let  it  stand  as  it  is  ? " 

"But  you  said  it  was  a  Georgian  church." 

"  I  was  thinking  of  the    inside    appearance, 
and  I  should  like  it  to  remain  as  I  have  always 
known  it." 
VOL.  n.  26 
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So  the  pair  went  on  without  any  irritation, 
both  appealing  in  turn  to  Claverley  for  support. 
After  tea  the  church  club  books  were  produced, 
but  there  had  not  been  a  word  of  allusion  to 
Gertrude. 

It  was  then  a  quarter-past  ten.  As  the  maid 
was  removins:  the  thino;s  Miss  Jentleigh  asked 

CO  o 

her  if  there  had  not  been  a  ring  at  the  door  a 
moment  before. 

"  Yes,  miss,  there's  a  gentleman  with  master. 
The  French  gentleman  who's  going  to  marry 
Miss  Corrino[ton,"  she  added  for  her  mistress  in  a 
lower  tone. 

"  You  mean  the  Due  d'Alma  ? "  inquired 
Susan. 

"  Yes,  miss,  that  was  the  name  on  the 
card." 

The  maid  had  scarcely  left  the  room  when 
the  house  door  was  heard  to  close,  and  the  next 
moment  the  Rector  walked  into  the  drawing-room 
with  a  perturbed  look. 

"Tte  Duke  and  Gertrude  Corrington  are  to 
be  married  to-morrow  morning  at  eight  o'clock," 
he  said,  point-blank. 

"  Oh,  papa,  has  the  General  yielded, 
then  ? " 
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"  Xo,  the  marriage  is  against  the  General' h 
wish  ;  the  Duke  admitted  that.  Oram,  I  shall 
leave  you  to  marry  them." 

'•'  But  there  cannot  be  a  marriage,"  interposed 
Claverley,  whose  face  had  flushed  with  astonish- 
ment and  anger.  .He  stood  up  and  looked  round 
at  the  startled  group.  The  Rector  only  gave  a, 
shrug. 

"  I  shall  wTite  a  few  lines  to  the  General," 
said  he ;  "  but  the  Duke  has  a  licence,  and  if  he 
comes  to  the  church  to-morrow  we  are  bound  to 
marry  him." 

"The  General  might  forbid  the  marriage," 
said  Claverley.  "  The  rubric  provides  for  such 
interdictions  when  there  is  just  cause." 

"  We  should  be  obliged  to  have  a  proof  of 
just  cause,"  said  Mr.  Oram,  quietly.  Secretly  he 
had  been  very  glad  to  think  the  marriage  was 
going  to  be  delayed,  but  his  mind  was  not 
warped  by  passion  and  spite  like  Claverley's. 

"  Dr.  Claverley,  are  you  sure  there  is  a  lawful 
imj)ediment  ? "  exclaimed  Susan,  gazing  earnestly 
into  the  doctor's  face.  ''  It  would  be  such  a 
dreadful  thing  for  Gertrude  if  there  were  any 
mistake." 

"  The  rubric  does  not  speak  merely  of  im- 
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pediments  according  to  the  law  of  tlie  realm, 
but  according  to  God's  law,"  observed  Mr.  Oram, 
consulting  a  prayer-book.  ''  I  think  it  would  be 
a  religious  impediment  if  we  had  knowledge  that 
some  deceit  was  being  practised,  but  suspicion 
alone  would  not  count." 

"  The  marriage  must  and  shall  be  stopped." 
Claverley's  brow  was  knit  and  his  hands  clenched 
as  he  uttered  these  words.  "  Remember,  Mr. 
Jentleigh,  that  the  Duke  is  ordered  for  foreign 
service  ;  so  that  if  there  is  a  postponement  be- 
yond to-morrow,  the  marriage  cannot  take  place 
until  after  the  war — supposing  it  take  place  at 
all,"  he  added  between  his  teeth. 

"  Papa,  shall  I  run  round  and  talk  to  Ger- 
trude ? "  asked  Susan,  with  a  sudden  s}Tnpathy 
for  the  doctor. 

"  No,  dear ;  it  is  enough  that  I  should  write 
a  note  to  the  General,"  answered  the  Eector, 
who  was  already  anxious  to  get  back  among  his 
poultry  books. 

"  You  are  not  going  yet.  Dr.  Claverley  ? " 
asked  Susan,  as  Laurence  Claverley  was  making 
for  the  door. 

"  Yes,  I  must  go,"  he  said,  returning  to  shake 
hands ;    and    his    speech    was   thick.      "  I    must 
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go.  I  shall  not  allow  this  evil  to  be  done  to 
Gertrude  if  I  can  help  it." 

He  retired,  and  Susan  could  not  help  remark- 
ing that  he  looked  dangerously  excited. 

*'  I  hope  he  will  not  overtake  the  Duke  in 
the  streets ;  they  might  have  high  words,"  she 
said. 
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CHAPTER  lY. 

THE    BRIDEGROOM. 

EoLAND  had  left  Gertrude,  saying  he  would  go 
straight  to  the  Eectory  to  show  his  licence  to 
Mr.  Jentleigh,  and  his  parting  words  were,  "  A 
demain,  ma  cherie,  to-morrow  morning  at  the 
church  at  eight." 

Sustained  by  his  presence,  she  had  borne  up 
very  wtU  through  the  trying  interview  with  her 
father,  but  when  he  was  gone  a  sense  of  un- 
utterable wretchedness  fell  over  her.  It  was  as 
thouo-h  she  were  in  a  hostile  house.  She  could 
not  take  counsel  again  of  her  mother,  and  she 
feared  to  go  and  join  Bertha  and  Dick  in  the 
drawing-room,  lest  she  should  have  to  gratify 
their  curiosity  about  w^hat  had  happened  and 
was  going  to  occur.  She  crept  up  to  her  bed- 
room and  softly  locked  the  door. 
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In  less  than  twelve  hours  she  would  be 
married  !  She  had  to  consider  what  she  would 
wear  on  the  morrow,  at  w^hat  hour  she  should 
leave  the  house,  and  how  miserable  it  would 
be  if  she  had  to  go  out  to  the  church  all  alone. 
Unfinished  finery  for  the  grand  wedding  that  was 
not  to  lay  about  on  chairs,  and  the  sight  of 
these  things  gave  her  a  pang,  recalling  how  she 
had  hoped  to  be  married  amidst  all  her  friends, 
and  to  leave  her  home  proudly  and  happily  with 
her  husband  as  other  brides  do.  Yet  it  would 
be  better  that  she  should  be  Eoland's  wife  when 
he  went  away  alone  than  remain  unwedded, 
exposed  to  the  cutting  pity  of  those  who  had 
been  envpng  her  lot,  and  to  the  secret  derision 
of  those  who  had  caused  her  marriage  to  fail. 
She  had  heard  of  Dr.  Claverley's  interference,  and 
that  man  was  now  odious  in  her  sight.  If  for 
no  other  reason  than  to  confound  his  machina- 
tions, she  would  have  been  glad  to  get  married. 
Once  she  was  Eoland's  wife  she  would  be  de- 
livered for  ever  from  the  doctor,  and  from  the 
secret  fear  that  had  been  troubling  her  since  her 
engagement,  that  this  man,  vindictive  and  per- 
severing, was  destined  to  have  an  untoward 
influence  on  her  life. 
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At  this  date  white  pique  dresses  were  much 
worn  by  ladies  in  summer.  Gertrude  had  one 
which  she  selected  from  among  her  things,  and 
she  had  a  rice-straw  hat  trimmed  with  white 
ostrich  feathers.  Of  course  she  meant  to  look 
her  best  at  her  wedding.  In  the  morning  early 
she  would  go  down  to  the  conservatory  and 
gather  some  orange-flower  blossoms,  stephanotis, 
and  white  roses,  to  make  little  bouquets  for  her 
hat  and  corsage,  and  a  button-hole  for  Eoland. 
While  she  sat  down  to  ruche  up  lace  for  ruffles 
for  her  neck  and  sleeves,  somebody  scratched  at 
the  door.     It  was  her  brother  Dick. 

"Mother  has  told  me  all  about  the  row, 
Gertie,"  he  whispered,  when  she  had  opened  to 
him.  "  But,  you  know,  I'll  go  with  you  to 
church  to-morrow,  and  give  you  away,  and  all 
that  kind  of  thing,  if  you  like." 

"How  good  of  you,  Dick."  Nothing  at  that 
moment  could  have  touched  Gertrude  more. 
"But  you  mustn't  make  papa  angry  with 
you." 

"  Hang  it ;  never  mind  that  !  "  replied  Dick, 
lounging  against  the  door-post.  "  They  shouldn't 
have  allowed  you  and  the  Duke  to  go  on  spooning 
if  they  didn't  want  you   to  marry.     I  am  not 
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going  to  have  it  said  that  none  of  us  stood  by 
you  on  your  wedding  day." 

"  Has  mamma  been  speaking  to  Bertha  about 
this  ? " 

"  No  ;  but  Bertie  suspects  there's  something 
up.  I  dare  say  she'll  come  in  and  pump  you  on 
her  way  to  bed.  It  vdU  be  an  awful  sell  for  her, 
your  being  married  Avithout  bridesmaids,  for  she 
seemed  to  think  her  part  in  the  ceremony  more 
important  than  yours."  Then  Dick  added  some 
words  of  approval  about  romantic  matches  in 
general.  "  There's  Buncross  of  the  Buflfs,  an  old 
schoolfellow  of  mine,  who  was  spoons  on  a  jolly 
girl  in  Cheltenham.  He  was  ordered  off  to  the 
Abyssinian  war,  so  her  people  cut  up  rough ;  but 
he  just  marched  her  off  to  church  one  morning, 
and  presently  she  came  back  to  breakfast  flying 
the  Union  Jack.  That's  the  style  I  like.  As  for 
that  snob  Purkiss  Nethersole,  I'll  punch  his  head." 

"  What  has  Purkiss  been  doino^  ?  " 

"  He's  been  saying  a  lot  of  rot  about  your 
marriage  being  broken  off,  and  that's  what  made 
me  question  mother  about  it.  But  to-morrow, 
after  you're  married,  I  should  just  advise  him  to 
mount  guard  over  that  mouth  of  his,  or  I  shall 
be  mixing  up  his  teeth  for  him." 
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''Is  mamma  still  downstairs?"  asked  Gertrude.- 

"  Yes ;  she's  waiting  for  the  guvnor  to  come 
out  of  his  study.  She's  all  on  your  side,  you 
know,  and  I  dare  say  she'll  talk  him  round  before 
to-morrow  morning.  The  guv'nor  is  bound  to 
make  it  up  with  the  Duke,  once  he  has  become 
your  husband,  so  he  might  just  as  well  be  pleasant 
before.  But  whatever  he  does,  I'll  be  your  escort 
to-morrow,  Gertie,  so  don't  be  down-hearted." 

''  Thank  you,  Dick,  it's  very  brotherly  of  you. 
Good  night,"  said  Gertrude,  gratefully. 

"  You  might  give  a  fellow  a  kiss,"  suggested 
Dick  ;  and  Gertrude  gave  him  what  he  asked  very 
afiectionately. 

Sleep  could  not  be  expected  to  visit  her  on 
that  anxious  night.  She  heard  every  member 
of  the  household  go  up  to  bed,  but  nobody  came 
to  her  after  Dick.  Finding  no  rest  on  her  pillow, 
she  read  in  some  newspapers  the  learned  pro- 
phecies of  military  writers  as  to  the  probable 
course  of  the  war.  The  names  of  MacMahon, 
Bazaine,  Canrobert,  and  Leboeuf  had  become 
quite  familiar  to  her,  and  nothing  that  the  news- 
papers said  was  calculated  to  diminish  her  con- 
fidence in  these  men,  for  all,  without  exception, 
predicted  the  success  of  the  French  armies,  though 
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the  leader-writers  fulminated  attacks  upon  tlit^ 
Emperor  Napoleon  for  having  provoked  the  war. 
But  the  leaders  Gertrude  did  not  care  to  read. 

Dawn  comes  early  in  July,  and  long  before 
any  sound  could  be  heard  abroad,  except  the 
twittering  of  sparrows  in  the  trees,  Gertrude  was 
up  and  dressed.  The  morning  broke  with  promise 
of  a  fine  day,  and  by  six  o'clock  the  sun  streamed 
into  the  room.  Gertrude  was  preparing  to  go 
down  into  the  garden  for  her  flowers,  when  she 
heard  a  door  open  and  her  father's  step  heavily 
<lescending  the  stairs.  A  few  moments  later  her 
mother  came  into  her  room  attired  in  a  peignoir, 
and  informed  her,  with  a  mixture  of  hope  and 
trepidation,  that  the  General  had  gone  out  to 
call  on  the  Duke. 

"  He's  much  troubled,  dear.  I  talked  to  him 
a  great  deal  about  you,  but  he  would  not  answer 
what  he  meant  to  do." 

"  What  can  he  do,  mamma  ? " 

"He  said  something  about  making  a  last 
appeal  to  Eoland.  Last  night,  very  late,  a  letter 
came  from  Mr.  Jentleigh,  saying  that  the  Duke 
had  called  to  show  his  licence,  and  the  Eector 
wanted  us  to  know  that  if  you  and  Eoland 
appeared  before   him  with   that  licence   he  will 
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be  bound  by  law  to  marry  you.  I  hope,  dear, 
that  if  your  father  finds  the  Duke  resolute,  he 
will  end  by  giving  way  ;  but  you  will  w^ait  till 
he  returns,  won't  you  ?  " 

"  If  he  returns  before  a  quarter  to  eight, 
mamma  ;  but  I  have  promised  to  be  at  the  church 
at  eight,  and  nothing  but  force  or  an  accident 
could  stop  me." 

"  Well,  Gertie  dear,  I  will  go  with  you,"  said 
Mrs.  Corrington,  as  if  all  her  powers  of  resistance 
were  exhausted.  "  Your  father  has  not  forbidden 
me  to  go  ;  and  what  would  people  say  if  I  stayed 
away  ?  Your  sisters  must  come  too.  I  dare  say 
Kate  will  be  here  presently.  Oh,  dear  child, 
what  a  day  we  passed  yesterday,  and  what  a 
night  this  has  been  !  Let  me  look  at  you.  I  was 
going  to  advise  you  to  put  on  your  white  2^ W^^-" 

Gertrude,  in  her  virginal  white,  and  with  the 
shade  of  melancholy  on  her  lovely  face,  was  too 
beautiful  a  bride  for  a  mother  to  gaze  at  unmoved. 
All  the  motherly  affection  of  Mrs.  Corrington's 
heart  welled  up  to  her  lips  as  she  kissed  the 
fairest  of  her  children.  "  God  grant  you  a  happy 
life,  my  darling  !  "  she  said.  "  May  you  be  as 
precious  to  your  husband  as  you  have  been 
to  us." 
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White  flowers  in  plenty  were  blooming  in  the 
conservatory  and  garden,  and  Gertrude  was  not 
alone  when  she  went  down  to  gather  those 
requisite  for  her  adornment.  Eoused  by  Mrs. 
Corrino^ton,  the  whole  house  was  soon  astir. 
Dick  came  down  to  help  his  sister,  and  soon 
afterwards  Bertha  and  Mab  appeared  both  in 
their  bridesmaids'  dresses.  Then  there  was  a  loud 
ring  at  the  house  door,  and  Kate  Littlepoint 
made  a  rustling  entrance  like  a  summer  breeze. 

"  Hucks  and  I  have  had  a  battle  royal,  Gertie 
dear ;  but  I  have  won  the  day,  and  I  think  he's 
coming  behind  me.  I  told  him  the  story  of 
Mahomet,  and  vowed  that  if  you  would  not  do  as 
li.e  pleased,  he  had  better  do  as  you  pleased,  for 
the  credit  of  the  family." 

Last  of  all,  a  more  modest  ring  at  the  house 
door  ushered  in  Susan  Jentleigh,  robed  in  black, 
demure,  and  having  altogether  the  air  of  a 
missionary  about  to  deliver  a  sermon.  The 
Rector's  daughter  had  evidently  expected  to  find 
Kingshouse  a  scene  of  desolation,  and  was  taken 
aback  by  the  cheerful  spectacle  that  met  her 
view ;  for  Gertrude,  seated  under  a  tree  on  the 
bright  green  lawn,  and  resplendent  as  a  young- 
queen  in  her  bridal  attire,  was  being  ministered 
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to  by  every  one  in  the  house.  The  servants  were 
brinoino'  her  tea,  her  sisters  were  trimmino;  her 
hat  with  flowers,  and  Mrs.  Corrington  was  stretch- 
ing some  white  gloves.  There  was  an  "in  for  a 
penny,  in  for  a  pound  "  spirit  among  them  all, 
and  it  found  vent  pretty  joyously  in  laughter. 

"  Gertie  dear,  I'm  50  glad,"  began  Miss 
Jentleigh,  embracing  her  friend. 

"  We  are  all  glad,"  exclaimed  Kate  Little- 
point  ;  "an  early  wedding  Hke  this  is  the  best 
fun  imaginable." 

Susan  Jentleigh  was  bewildered.  The  sym- 
pathy and  lecture  which  she  had  come  to  ofl'er 
were  clearly  not  wanted.  "  Is  the  General  down 
yet  ?  "    she  inquired,  looking  round. 

"  Papa  will  be  here  presently,"  said  Kate. 
"  But  why  did  you  not  bring  the  Kector,  Susan '? 
I  hope  he's  not  had  one  of  his  old  attacks 
this  morning  ?  " 

"  Papa  is  not  very  well,"  answered  Susan, 
reddening.  The  truth  was  that  Mr.  Jentleigh, 
who  hated  to  take  any  side  in  the  quarrels  of  no 
matter  whom  about  no  matter  what,  had  decided, 
as  soon  as  he  heard  that  the  General  did  not 
approve  his  daughter's  marriage,  to  let  his  Curate 
perform  the  ceremony.     Kate  guessed  that  this 
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was  the  case,  and  Susan  knew  that  Kate  guessed 
it ;  therefore  there  w^as  a  moment's  silence,  and 
Miss  Jentleigh  wished  she  had  stayed  at  home. 

"I  am  glad  Mr.  Oram  is  going  to  officiate," 
remarked  Kate. 

"  Why,  dear  ?  asked  Mrs.  Corrington, 
innocently. 

*'  Oh,  because  he  is  not  nervous  about  doing 
his  duty,"  replied  Kate,  with  a  laugh,  whi('h 
sadly  mortified  poor  Susan. 

It  was  now  close  upon  a  quarter  to  eight. 
Susan's  presence  w^as  felt  to  be  an  intrusion,  for 
all  the  Corringtons  were  growing  anxious  at  the 
GeneraFs  not  having  returned.  Gertrude  kept 
glancing  towards  the  house  :  it  was  only  by  an 
effort  on  Kate's  part  that  anything  like  a  con- 
versation w^as  sustained. 

"  It's  time  for  us  to  be  starting,  child," 
murmured  Mrs.  Corriugton.  She  much  wished 
that  the  General  would  come  back  to  relieve  her 
of  responsibilities,  but  it  w^as  necessary  to  show 
a  bold  front  in  Miss  Jentleigh's  presence. 

"  I  dare  say  papa  will  have  gone  to  the 
church,"  Kate  said,  determined  to  put  a  good  face 
on  matters.  "  Come  along,  all  of  you,  there's  not 
a  minute  to  lose." 
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"  YouVe  told  the  bell-rino^ers  to  be  in  atten- 
dance,  JVIiss  Jentleigh,  I  suppose  ?  "  asked  Dick, 
winking  to  Kate. 

Susan  had  not  told  them,  and  stammered  an 
apolog}^,  feeling  shocked  at  Dick's  wink.  /'I 
didn  t  know — we  thought  you  wanted  a  very 
private  wedding.  Isn't  there  to  be  a  Catholic 
service  ? " 

*'  CathoHc  ?  no,"  laughed  Kate,  who  was  bent 
upon  teasing  her.  "  Don't  you  know  that  the 
Duke  has  joined  the  shakers  ?  We  are  going  to 
have  a  oTand  dance  and  a  breakdown  after  the 

o 

wedding ;  and  Mr.  Quang  has  consented  to 
officiate  as  dancing  dervish." 

So,  thanks  to  this  lady,  the  wedding  party 
set  out  in  tolerable  merriment.  Bertha  alone 
was  troubled  -^^ith  conscientious  doubts  as  to  the 
perfect  sanctity  of  a  wedding  in  which  there  was 
to  be  no  groomsmen,  no  breakfast,  and  no  toasts 
to  the  bridesmaids. 

The  church  was  near  to  Kingshouse,  and  the 
party  walked  to  it  in  open  order.  Early  as  it 
was,  a  little  throng  had  assembled  at  the  porch, 
attracted  by  the  sight  of  the  bell-ringers.  These 
stalwart  men  in  shirt-sleeves  stood  at  their  posts, 
for  the  Duke   had  ordered  their  services  over- 
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night,  liaving  a  better  memory  for  proprieties 
than  Miss  Jentleigh.  The  throng  was  composed 
of  bovs  and  oirls  who  had  lino-ered  on  their  wav 
to  school,  a  baker  with  his  basket,  a  milkmaid 
with  her  yoke,  a  postman  with  empty  bag  who 
had  just  finished  his  morning  delivery,  and  the 
seedily  attired  reporter  of  the  local  paper,  who 
held  a  note-book,  and  was  in  a  state  of  exhilara- 
tion at  havincr  o-ot  earlv  news  of  the  coming- 
event.  Inside  the  porch  stood  the  Duke's 
coachman  and  groom  in  livery,  with  bouquets  cf 
white  roses  at  their  breasts,  and  they  took  otf 
their  cockaded  hats  most  deferentially  to  their 
future  mistress. 

Barney  was  there  also,  but  he  had  a  strange 
look  on  his  face.  BoT\ing  to  Gertrude,  he  stared 
at  her  in  a  fixed  way  which  smote  her  ^ith 
uneasiness.  What  made  the  man  fasten  such  a 
gaze  upon  her  ? 

The  bridegroom  ought  always  to  be  first  at 
the  church,  but  Eoland  was  not  there.  The 
quick  glance  which  Gertrude  threw  all  around 
when  she  entered  revealed  to  her  only  a  few  old 
women  scattered  among  the  pews — old  women 
with  black  bonnets  and  shawls  of  the  sort  who 
seem  to  be  as  much  chm'ch  property  as  the 
VOL.  ir.  27 
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hassocks.  But  the  hoUand  cloth  had  been  re- 
moved from  the  altar,  the  cushion  had  been 
placed  on  the  reading-desk,  and  the  verger  was 
present  to  marshal  the  company.  Gertrude  and 
her  mother  walked  up  to  the  altar  rails  and 
there  both  knelt  down. 

While  they  were  praying,  Mr.  Oram  emerged 
softly  from  the  vestry  in  his  short  surplice,  long- 
cassock,  and  embroidered  stole.  None  knew  of 
the  love  which  this  excellent  man  had  cherished 
for  Gertrude,  or  guessed  with  what  feelings  he 
took  his  stand  at  the  altar  after  having  bowed 
liis  head  before  it  in  a  reverential  manner.  For 
a  minute  or  two  there  was  a  j^erfect  stillness  in 
the  church.  Eight  o'clock  struck,  and  the  bride- 
groom had  not  yet  come ;  but  of  a  sudden  there 
was  a  noise  in  the  porch,  and  the  red  baize  doors 
were  thrown  open.  Mrs.  Corrington  nudged 
Gertrude  and  both  stood  up. 

Instead  of  the  Duke  it  was  General  Corrino;- 
ton,  who  walked  quickly  up  the  nave.  Long 
before  he  reached  the  altar  it  was  seen  that  his 
visage  and  step  betrayed  consternation.  When 
he  came  to  the  place  where  Gertrude  and  her 
mother  stood,  he  was  for  a  moment  speechless 
and  stared  about  him. 
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"  You've  not  seen  the — the  Duke  ? "  lie 
stammered  at  last. 

"  What  has  happened,  papa?"  asked  Gertrude, 
who  was  as  one  transfixed,  her  l)lood  turning  to 
iced  water  in  her  veins. 

"  I  don't  know  what's  the  matter  ;  the  Duke 
has  not  been  seen  at  his  hotel  since  yesterday. 
I've  been  waitino-  more  than  an  hour  for  him." 

"  Had  we  nut  better  retire  into  the  vestry  ?  " 
suggested  Mr.  (Jram ;  and  supporting  Gertrude, 
^Irs.  Corrington  led  the  way,  all  the  rest  follow- 
ing. 

As  soon  as  they  were  in  the  vestry,  (xertrude 
turned  to  her  father.  "  Papa,  you  are  not 
deceiving  me  .^ ''  she  cried,  joining  her  hands. 
•'Tell  me  that  you've  not  forbidden  Eoland  to 
come  here." 

She  spoke  too  precipitately  for  her  father  to 
hear,  and  the  question  had  to  be  repeated  VN'ith  a 
slower  articulation  bv  Mrs.  Corrinoton. 

•'Bless  my  soul,  no,"  answered  the  General. 
"  I  was  at  the  Star  by  half-past  six,  a  night- 
porter  had  been  sitting  up  for  him,  and  I  waited 
till  nearly  eight.  Here's  his  own  man,  Barney, 
Wiiom  1  sent  on  to  the  church  to  see  if  he  wen^ 
liere." 
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"  The  last  time  I  saw  my  master,  miss,  was 
when  he  dressed  yesterday  to  go  and  dine  at 
Kingshouse,"  said  Barney,  respectfully. 

''  May  he  not  have  gone  to  Brightport  to 
find  a  Roman  Catholic  priest  for  a  second 
ceremony  according  to  his  own  faith  ?  "  observed 
Miss  Jentleigh,  and  her  words  gave  solace  and 
hope  for  a  moment. 

"  He  might  have  gone  to  Brightport  and 
missed  his  train  back,"  assented  Mr.  Oram. 
"  We  had  better  wait  a  little." 

They  waited.  Barney  started  for  the  station 
to  try  and  get  news  of  his  master ;  the  General 
returned  to  the  hotel  in  case  a  telegram  from  the 
Duke  should  arrive  there.  In  the  meantime 
those  tidino's  of  misfortune  which  travel  so  fast 
had  brought  a  number  of  idle  j)eople  into  the 
church.  The  seedy  reporter  was  questioning 
everybody  in  the  porch,  and  made  one  or  two 
attempts  to  edge  his  way  into  the  vestry. 

Gertrude  scarcely  spoke  a  word — nor  did  she 
cry.  After  a  quarter  of  an  hour  of  waiting  she 
became  intimately  persuaded  that  nothing  save 
the  most  cruel  accident  could  have  kept  Koland 
away,  but  to  speak  her  fears  was  beyond  her 
power.     She  sat  beside  her  sister  Kate,  who  held 
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one  of  her  hands,  administering  sympathy  in 
silent  pressure  of  the  fingers. 

At  last  Barney  returned.  From  the  door  he 
signed  that  he  should  like  to  speak  to  Mrs. 
Corrington  alone,  but  Gertrude  started  up. 

"  You  have  some  news  !  Tell  me  all  you 
know." 

"  I'm  afraid  there  has  been  foul  play,  miss," 
said  Barney,  in  deep  dejection.  "  The  police 
have  found  my  master's  hat  in  a  lonely  place 
called  '  Lovers'  Walk ; '  the  hat  is  all  battered, 
and  there's  blood  and  marks  of  a  scuffle  on  the 
oround  where  it  was  lying." 
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CHAPTER   \. 

>     FOUL   PLAV. 

With  a  wail  of  despair,  Gertrude  fell  into  lier 
mother's  arms,  crying,  "  Mamma,  they  have 
murdered  him  ! '"' 

"  There's  been  some  ugly  job  done,"  con- 
tinued Barney,  passing  the  back  of  his  hand  over 
his  eyes.  "  They  must  have  been  several  to 
overpower  my  master,  unless  he  was  struck  from 
l)ehind.     You  should  see  his  poor  hat,  miss." 

In  the  first  anguish  of  this  heavy  blow, 
mother  and  child  sobbed  aloud.  Kate,  Bertha, 
and  little  Mab  began  to  cry  too.  Susan  Jent- 
leioii  had  gone  to  fetch  her  father  at  the  Rectory, 
but  reappeared  at  this  juncture.  General  Cor- 
rino-ton  also  arrived  from  the  Star  and  brouo-ht 
Hucks  Littlepoint  with  him. 

The    vestrv   was    too    small  for    the    excited 
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^•rowcl  that  it  contained.  '*'  You  must  take 
(lertrude  home,  my  dear/'  said  the  General. 

"  One  moment,  mamma ;  I  must  know  the 
whole  truth,"  cried  Gertrude,  rousing  herself. 
"  Barney,  you  say  your  master's  hat  has  been 
found— is  that  all  ?     Have  they ?  " 

"  When  was  the  Duke  last  seen  ?  "  interrupted 
the  General,  speaking  at  large. 

Everybody  in  the  room,  save  himself  and 
(xertrude,  had  been  whispering  the  name  of  the 
man  who  was  believed  to  have  last  seen  the 
Duke — Laurence  Claverley. 

Eoland  had  left  the  Rectory  at  about  a 
quarter-past  ten,  but  after  that  he  had  called 
upon  the  parish  clerk  to  speak  about  engaging 
the  bell-ringers.  The  clerk — a  carpenter  bv 
trade — lived  near  the  church.  "  I  was  standing 
at  my  door,"  he  said,  "  a  few  minutes  after  the 
Dook  had  gone — for  there  was  a  fine  moon- 
light— when  Dr.  Claverly  came  along.  I  stopped 
him  to  say  a  word  about  my  missus,  but  he  was 
in  a  great  hurry  to  be  off,  and  said  he'd  look  in 
to-morrar.  So  I  just  mentioned  that  the  Dook 
had  been  to  order  the  bells  ;  then  he  asked  which 
way  the  Dook  had  gone,  and  ran  off  to  catch 
him,  as  I  thought." 


88  THE  duke's  marriage. 

"  Did  he  run  ?  "  asked  Susan  Jentleigh,  whose 
face  was  overspread  with  horror. 

"  No,  miss,  I  rQean  he  walked  fast  ;  but  I 
think  he  did  overtake  him." 

"Are  you  certain  of  it  ?  " 

"Xo,  miss.  The  trees  in  the  Lime  AValk 
throw  a  shadow  right  across  the  road,  and  the 
two  gentlemen  got  lost  to  sight  in  the  shade  ; 
but  Dr.  Claverley  couldn't  have  missed  the 
Dook  walking  as  he  did." 

The  clerk  spoke  so  that  all  might  hear,  and 
Gertrude  caught  every  word  he  said.  To  appease 
her,  Dick  said,  "  Perhaps  there  was  a  fight 
between  the  two  ;  but  as  they  weren't  armed 
they  couldn't  have  hurt  each  other  much.  The 
Duke  was  a  good  boxer,  wasn't  he,  Barney  ?  " 

"  A  good  fencer  and  stickplayer,  sir,"  said 
Barnev,  addino-  with  a  shake  of  the  head,  "  I 
know  this,  that  if  my  master  had  not  been 
killed,  or  made  senseless,  he  would  have  been 
here  this  morning," 

"  Let  us  go  home,  mother,"  said  Gertrude,  in 
a  broken  voice.  "  Oh,  Lve  had  a  presentiment 
of  this  !  My  poor  Roland — it's  a  miuxler — and 
Dr.  Claverley  has  done  it." 

Her  piercing  sob,  as  she  clung  to  her  mother 


FOUL    PLAY.  89 

and  left  the  vestry,  sent  a  thrill  all  round. 
''  Father,  let's  go  and  find  this  man  Claverley/"' 
said  Dick,  the  tears  of  pity  and  passion  in  his 
eyes. 

"  I'll  go  ^ith  yon,  Dick,"  cried  Kate,  who  had 
lingered  for  a  moment  in  the  doorway,  hesitating 
as  to  whether  she  should  follow  her  sister. 

But  Hucks  Littlepoint  nervously  restrained 
his  wife. 

"  Don't  stir,  Kate,  I  pray  ;  you  can  do 
nothing  but  harm.  This  is  a  most  delicate  busi- 
ness which  ought  to  be  left  to  the  police." 
Whenever  Hucks  spoke  authoritatively,  his  voice 
trembled  like  that  of  a  man  who  makes  a  maiden 
speech. 

"  I  beg  pardon,  ma'am,  but  I'd  leave  nothing 
to  the  poHce  of  this  toT\Ti,"  remarked  Barney, 
with  disdain.  "  I  don't  mean  to  rest  until  I  have 
found  out  all  I  can  for  myself.  The  inspector 
who  has  got  charge  of  my  master's  hat  isn't  much 
of  a  man,  judging  by  the  sort  of  questions  he 
put  me.     I've  got  to  go  back  to  him  now." 

Dick  declared  he  would  go  with  Barney  and 
hear  what  the  inspector  had  to  say.  Kate,  at  her 
husband's  request,  twice  repeated,  followed  Ger- 
trude, but  made  Barney  promise  that  he  would 
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come  to  Kingshouse  as  soon  as  he  had  anv  more 
news.  Gertrude,  her  mother,  and  sisters  had, 
with  the  Kector  and  Susan,  passed  out  through 
the  door  which  led  into  the  rectory  garden,  so 
that  they  might  escape  the  observation  of  the 
crowd  now  fast  collecting  in  and  about  the  church. 
As  Kate  retired  through  the  same  door,  her  hus- 
band whispered  earnestly  to  her,  "  Now,  Kate, 
don't  be  impulsive  ;  remember  that  you've  no 
business  to  accuse  Claverley  without  proofs." 

"  Hu  dear,  this  will  be  the  death  of  Ger- 
trude," answered  Kate.  "  If  Dr.  Claverley  did 
this,  I  would  hang  him  with  my  own  hands  ;  but 

1  won't  be  impulsive." 

The  Lovers'  Walk,  where  Eoland's  hat  had 
been  found,  was  at  some  distance  from  the  Lime 
AValk  near  the  church,  where,  according  to  the 
clerk,  the  doctor  must  have  overtaken  his  rival. 
It  Avas  a  public  passage  between  the  walls  of 
private  gardens,  and  offered  a  short  cut  from 
Westover,  the  lower  part  of  the  town,  to  the 
High  Street  for  those  who  knew  Lewbury  well. 
It  was  doubtful,  however,  whether  the  Duke 
would  have  known  of  this  passage.  It  was  rather 
to  be  assumed  that  he  was  led  there. 

A  working  man  had  picked  up  the  hat  as  he 
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was  going  to  his  work  early  in  the  morning,  and 
had  given  it  to  the  first  policeman  he  met.  Sinc<' 
then  the  police  had  explored  the  passage,  and 
discovered  a  piece  from  a  broken  sleeve-link  with 
an  S  and  a  coronet  engraved  upon  it.  Over 
several  yards  the  path  was  cut  and  torn  with 
heel-marks  as  if  there  had  been  a  struo'^le,  but 
the  recent  cbyDCSs  of  the  weather  had  made  the 
path  so  hard  that  there  were  no  imprints  of 
footsteps. 

These  facts  were  not  straightway  disclosed  by 
the  police  to  the  public,  and  even  Barney  had  not 
been  told  about  the  sleeve-link.  The  inspector 
of  police,  named  Trotter,  was  a  stout,  grey,  brick- 
faced  man  of  common  appearance,  and  with  a 
provoking  slowness  in  his  ways  and  words,  but 
he  knew  his  business.  He  had  been  c[uestioning 
the  hotel  servants  while  Barney  was  at  the  church, 
in  order  to  satisfy  himself  that  the  Duke's  valet 
had  not  been  out  late  on  the  previous  evening;. 
Barney,  as  he  learnt,  had  orders  always  to  sit  up 
for  his  master  till  midnight,  but  no  later.  On 
the  previous  night  he  had  supped  in  the  servants' 
hall  from  ten  till  half-past,  and  had  afterwards 
spent  some  time  in  the  bar-parlour,  chatting  with 
the  barmaid.     It  was  certain  that  he  had  not  left 
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the  hotel  after  ten  o'clock,  and  that  he  had  gone 
to  bed  soon  after  midnight. 

Barney  was  thus  acquitted  of  suspicion  in  the 
inspector's  sight,  and  when  he  returned  from 
church,  accompanied  by  the  General,  Dick,  and 
Hucks  Littlepoint,  he  received  information  about 
the  sleeve-link.  The  broken  piece  was  shown 
him,  and  he  at  once  identified  it.  "  That's  my 
master's,  sir ;  the  very  pair  he  wore  yesterday — 
there's  no  mistaking  it." 

"  Let's  go  up  to  your  master's  room,"  said 
the  inspector,  for  at  that  moment  they  were  all 
standing  in  the  hall  of  the  hotel.  The  whole 
jDarty,  including  the  landlord  and  landlady,  went 
upstairs.  There  was  a  quantity  of  luggage  on 
the  landing  and  in  the  sitting-room.  "  All  ready 
packed  for  a  start,  I  see,"  said  the  inspector. 

"  Yes,  sir ;  his  grace,  my  poor  master,  was  to 
have  been  married  this  morning." 

"  So  I've  heard.  Now,  I  want  to  ask,  if  you 
know  a  party  by  the  name  of  Mrs.  Crapps  '?  " 

"  Mrs.  Crapps,  sir  ;  who's  she  ?  " 

"You  don't  know  her.  I  didn't  suppose  you 
did,"  answered  the  inspector,  sagaciously.  "Well, 
she  was  at  the  house  of  another  party  called 
Hopkins  yesterday,  and  she  says  that  the  Dook 
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and  a  Frenchman  who  lodges  in  Mrs.  Hopkins' 
house,  Mr.  Grachard,  had  high  words,  Dr.  Cla- 
verley  being  present.  Do  you  happen  to  have 
heard  of  Mr.  Grachard  ?  " 

"  I  have  heard  of  him,  sir,  and  little  good." 

"  Everybody  knows  that  M.  Grachard  hated 
the  Duke,"  broke  in  Dick  Corrington,  excitedly  ; 
"  but  Grachard  and  Claverley  have  always  been 
great  friends." 

"  That's  enough,"  muttered  Hucks  Little- 
point,  pulling  Dick's  sleeve  in  trejDidation.  ''  Say 
nothing  till  you  are  questioned,  and  express  no 
suspicions.  Trouble  always  comes  of  this  loose 
speaking." 

The  inspector  nodded.  Accustomed  to  the 
summary  process  of  the  French  police  in  dealing 
with  suspected  persons,  Barney  expected  Mr. 
Trotter  was  going  to  announce  that  Dr.  Claverley, 
M.  Grachard,  and  Mrs.  Crapps  had  already  been 
arrested ;  but  the  inspector  as,  he  walked  round 
the  Duke's  sitting-room,  taking  a  quiet  look  all 
about  him,  observed  that  no  suspicion  could  yet 
be  pressed  against  anybody.  "  Why,  you  see  we 
ain't  sure  yet  that  the  Dook's  missing." 

"Not  sure  he  is  missing?  What  about  this 
hat,  then  ?  "   and    Barney    stood  open-mouthed, 
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pointing  to  the  muddy,  battered  hat  which  had 
been  placed  on  the  table. 

"That's  not  much,"  responded  Mr.  Trotter. 
"  S'pose  a  gentleman  wanted  to  go  aw^aj  on  the 
quiet,  he  might  leave  his  hat  about  just  to  throw 
people  on  a  false  scent  or  for  a  lark,  vou  know." 

"  Get  along  !  "  exclaimed  Barney,  indignantly. 
"  My  master  ain't  of  that  sort." 

"  Do  you  mind  letting  me  see  one  of  his 
'ats?"said  the  inspector.  "I  will  compare  it 
for  myself  with  this  one,  and  I'd  like  just  to  take 
a  look  round  the  Dook's  bedroom." 

Barney's  respect  for  the  police  was  much 
diminished  by  these  dilatory  proceedings.  Mr. 
Trotter  walked  round  the  Duke's  bedroom  as  if 
he  were  in  a  museum  where  visitors  are  particu- 
larly requested  not  to  touch.  The  only  objects 
upon  which  he  ventured  to  lay  hands  were  the 
hats,  of  which  Barney  extracted  two  or  three 
from  different  boxes  and  laid  before  him.  These 
he  measured  inside  and  out  with  a  greasy  tape 
which  he  drew  from  the  hind  pocket  of  his  tunic. 
He  pulled  up  the  linings ;  he  planted  one  of  the 
hats  on  his  own  head.  "  I  suppose,  now,  you 
can't  be  sure  as  to  which  hat  your  master  put  on 
when  he  went  out  last  nidit  ?  " 
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"  I  think  vou  mio;lit  take  mv  word  for  it  that 
this  is  my  master's  hat,"  whimpered  Barney,  out 
of  patience.  "  I  don't  see  the  use  of  going  on  in 
this  way."' 

'•'  Eh,  but  I  want  to  prove  that  this  'ere  'at 
was  the  one  your  master  had  on  when  he  was 
last  seen.  What's  to  show  that  the  Dook  didn't 
damage  this  'at  after  he  went  out,  and  buy  a 
new  one  ?  What's  to  show  that,  when  he  left 
(jJeneral  Corrington's  house,  he  didn't  put  on 
somebody  else's  hat  by  mistake  ?  " 

Barney  was  silent,  and  the  inspector  tri- 
umphed. "  Two  and  two  makes  four,"  said  he, 
"'  jjut  there's  lots  of  people  takes  two  ones  and 
calls  it  four.  The  Dook's  gone,  but  he  ain't  been 
away  twenty-four  hours  yet,  and  we  haven't 
found  his  dead  body,  so  that  only  counts  for 
Ofie ;  then  as  to  this  'ere  'at,  s'pose  somebody 
turns  up  and  swears  that  when  he  last  saw  the 
Dook  his  grace  was  wearing  a  pot-hat,  or  a 
travelling-cap  ;  where  should  we  be  then  ?  " 

"  There's  the  sleeve-link,  though,"  observed 
Dick,  who  would  have  said  more  but  for  Hucks. 

'•'  The  sleeve-link  and  the  at  too-ether  thev 
counts  for  one,''  said  Inspector  Trotter.  "  We 
want  more  facts  before  we  can  make  two  of  'em." 
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Here  the  party  were  joined  by  a  detectiye — • 
a  young,  neat-looking  man,  whom  the  inspector 
had  sent  to  make  inquiries  about  M.  Grachard. 
He  reported  that  Mrs.  Hopkins'  house  was 
empty.  A  neighbour  had  tokl  him  that  M. 
Grachard  and  Miss  Hopkins  had  gone  oflf  to 
Brightport  that  morning  to  get  married,  and  that 
Mrs.  Hopkins  had  accompanied  them.  Mrs. 
Hopkins  woukl  return  in  the  evening,  but  the 
'•  young  people "  were  to  be  away  for  two  or 
three  days. 

"  H'm  !  that's  queerish,"  muttered  the  in- 
spector. 

"  Here's  another  bit  of  news,"  said  the  detec- 
tive, drawing  the  inspector  aside.  "  The  officer 
who  was  on  duty  in  High-street  between  ten 
and  twelve,  and  again  between  four  and  six  this 
morning,  reports  that  Dr.  Claverley's  dog-cart 
was  out  almost  all  night.  The  doctor  came  home 
soon  after  ten  in  the  evening ;  but  about  half  an 
hour  l#ter  he  went  out  again  in  his  dog-cart  and 
without  his  servant,  and  he  didn't  come  back  till 
nigh  upon  six  in  the  morning." 

"  D'ye  hear  that  ? "  said  the  inspector,  re- 
peating what  he  had  just  heard  to  the  assembled 
company. 
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"  That's  convincing  enougli,  surely  ? "  blurted 
out  Dick,  whom  his  prudent  brother-in-law  once 
more  tugged  by  the  coat. 

"  I  dunno  ;  it  may  or  it  ma}Ti't  be,"  replied 
the  inspector.  "  There's  not  much  in  a  doctor's 
beino;  out  at  nigjht." 

"  But  you'll  go  and  see  Dr.  Claverley  now, 
and  ask  him  what  he  was  doing,  eh,  sir  ?  "  said 
Barney. 

"  A  doctor  ain't  obliged  to  tell  me  who  his 
patients  are,  nor  what's  the  matter  with  'em  : 
Dr.  Claverley  'ud  order  me  to  mind  my  own 
business,"  answered  Mr.  Trotter,  drawing  on  his 
white  gloves  with  composure.  '*  I  don't  see  that 
there's  anything  more  to  be  done  for  the  present, 
except  wait  for  fresh  news." 

"I'm  bio  wed  if  that  isn't  an  easy  way  of 
working,"  exclaimed  Barney,  with  a  grin  of 
derision.  "  Well,  if  you  won't  go  and  see  Dr. 
Claverley,  I  wdl." 

"  Ah,  you  can  do  what  you  like,"  said  In- 
spector Trotter  ;  "  what  I've  got  to  do  is  to  col- 
lect certainties  and  make  a  correct  addition  sum 
of  'em.  I'll  be  at  the  office  most  of  the  day,  so 
if  you  learn  anything  more  just  come  round  and 
tell  me.  Good  morning." 
VOL.  II.  28 
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"Good  morning.  Oh,  please  take  your 
time/'  said  Barney,  mimicking  him  as  he  retired. 
"Gentlemen,  when  that  ins^Dector's  place  falls 
vacant,  I'll  put  up  my  old  grandmother  to  apply 
for  it.  She's  just  the  kind  of  party  for  it,  if  he 
is. 


(  ^^9  ) 


CHAPTER  VI. 

THE    EED    ROSETTE. 

By  this  time  everybody  in  the  town  had  heard 
(jf  the  Duke's  disappearance,  but  it  was  only  by 
Barney  and  by  the  family  at  Kingshouse  that 
this  event  w^as  attributed  to  a  calamity.  Most 
people  believed  that  there  had  been  an  affray  of 
some  kind  in  which  Laurence  Claverley  had 
taken  a  part,  and  that  the  French  nobleman  had 
got  the  worst  of  it.  Some  suggested  that  the 
Duke  had  gone  off  because  he  had  got  a  pair  of 
l)lack  eyes  and  did  not  like  to  show  himself  in 
church  with  those  trophies  ;  others  thought  that 
Roland  must  have  been  privately  "  warned  off" 
by  General  Corrington  ;  others,  again,  hinted  at 
a  duel  between  the  Duke  and  Grachard. 

Mrs.  Kethersole  w^hispered  that  she  was  sure 
the    Duke's   eyes   had   been   opened   at  last  to 
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Gertrude's  past  flirtations  with  Dr.  Claverlcy. 
It  grieved  Mrs.  Nethersole  much  to  have  missed 
the  sight  of  the  bafiled  weddino-  in  church  that 
morning,  but  before  ten  o'clock  she  was  at  the 
Kectory,  and  had  extracted  an  account  of  the 
whole  aftair  from  Susan  Jentleigh.  It  had  never 
struck  Susan  that  Roland  d'Alma  might,  at  the 
eleventh  hour,  have  discovered  something  about 
Gertrude's  first  love  :  she  could  not,  of  course, 
know  that  Eoland  had  long  been  informed  by- 
Gertrude  herself  of  Dr.  Claverley's  proposal  and 
pretensions. 

"  Don't  you  see  how  it  all  is,  my  dear  ? "  chat- 
tered Mrs.  Nethersole,  who  had  been  Kstening 
with  a  pious  enjoyment  to  the  story  of  the  bride's 
public  humiliation.  "  Laurence  Claverley  made 
a  clean  brea-st  of  it  last  night,  w^hen  he  saw  that 
Frenchman.  Then  the  Duke — the  French  are 
so  fiery — tried  to  spit  in  his  face,  or  claw  his 
eyes,  or  something  of  that  kind  ;  but  he  found 
that  at  this  game  he  was  no  match  for  the  Eng- 
lishman, and,  as  my  Purkiss  would  say,  he  got 
a  jolly  good  thrashing." 

"  Do  yoU'  think  that  can  have  been  ?  "  asked 
Susan,  helping  her  visitor  to  sherry  and  a  biscuit, 
for  Mrs.  Nethersole  seldom  went  anywhere  without 
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taking  a  refreslimeiit.  "  In  that  case,  it  was  very 
unkind  of  the  Duke  not  to  write  a  line  to  General 
Corrington,  and  so  prevent  Gertrude  from  going 
to  the  church." 

"  Those  Frenchmen  are  all  mean,  dear,"  said 
Mrs.  Nethersole  between  two  sips  of  wine.  "  I 
dare  say  this  one,  finding  how  he  had  been  fooled, 
was  anxious  to  take  as  spiteful  a  revenge  as 
possible  on  Gertrude." 

"  Oh,  Mrs.  Xethersole,  you  shouldn't  say  the 
Duke  was  fooled  1  "  exclaimed  Susan,  reddening. 
^'  Gertrude  is  very  fond  of  him,  and  she  never 
liked  Dr.  Claverley— at  least,  not  a  tenth  so  much 
as  she  loved  her  affianced  husband." 

"  Well,  men  alwavs  consider  themselves  fooled, 
dear,  if  they  hear  that  a  girl  has  been  made  love 
to  by  anybody  else.     It  is  very  unreasonable." 

"  Very  unreasonable,"  assented  Susan  ;  "  and 
I  can't  believe  the  Duke  would  have  accepted 
statements  from  Dr.  Claverley  without  asking 
Gertrude  for  explanations." 

"  Jealousy  doesn't  reason,  dear,  as  you  may 
find  out  some  day  for  yourself,  if  you  should 
faU  in  love.  And  then,  you  forget  that  tlie 
Duke  might  have  got  himself  into  some  scrape 
by  making  an  irregular  marriage,  and  when  he 
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saw  that  his  imtruthfuluess  had  been  detected 
he  was  probably  glad  to  take  himself  off." 

"  Poor  Gertrude  is  firmly  persuaded  that  her 
lover  must  have  been  murdered,"  observed  Susan. 

"  Murder  ?  Fiddlesticks  ! "  said  Mrs.  Nether- 
sole,  and  finished  her  sherry. 

It  relieved  Susan  to  hear  Mrs.  Nethersole  say 
fiddlesticks.  Remembering  the  dark  look  on  the 
Doctor's  face  when  he  left  the  Eectory  the  night 
before,  she  was  vaguely  fearful,  though  not  actually 
suspicious,  of  a  crime.  Now  her  mind  became 
divided  in  its  opinions  about  Claverley.  She 
felt  admiration  for  the  man's  staunchness  in 
love,  and  some  little  feminine  s}Tnpathy  for 
him  as  an  Englishman,  a  Protestant,  and  a  com- 
paratively poor  man  standing  up  to  fight  against 
a  foreigner,  who  was  a  Catholic,  titled,  an<l 
rich.  But  then,  Susan  had  thought  very  well  of 
the  Duke,  .and  on  reflection  she  could  not  think 
well  of  Dr.  Claverley  for  having  told  the  Duke 
tales  about  his  love-passages  with  Gertrude. 
Could  it  be  that  he  was  so  unscrupulous  as  to 
pretend  that  Gertrude  had  once  loved  him,  or 
that  she  loved  him  still  ? 

"  If  you  will  allow  me,  I  tn-III  go  into  the 
garden  and  tell  papa  what  you  think,  for  he  has 
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bsen  anxious,  like  all  of  us,"  said  Susan.  And 
at  this  moment  she  privately  struggled  with  the 
feelino^  that  mih  ouo-ht  not  to  wed  above  their 
station,  and  that,  if  in  the  upshot  Gertrude  and 
Claverley  came  together  again,  this  might  hn 
better  than  if  her  friend  had  become  a  Duchess, 
and  had  been  tempted  to  give  herself  airs,  and 
perhaps  to  renounce  the  religion  of  her  fathers. 

The  Kector  did  not  appear  to  be  very  anxious, 
for  he  was  in  his  poultry-yard,  distributing  some 
hot  meal  out  of  a  basket  in  handfuls  among  liis 
fowls.  It  was  more  comfortable  for  a  man  <>f 
his  nature  to  smile  over  the  idea  of  a  fioht  with 
fists  than  to  bemoan  a  duel  or  a  murder — so  for 
once  he  was  actually  pleased  to  see  Mrs.  Nether- 
sole,  and  to  talk  for  a  few  minutes  with  her. 

"  Ah  well,  I  dare  say  it's  all  for  the  best," 
he  said,  using  a  favourite' solatium.  "  Xow,  do 
look  at  those  two  hens,  Mrs.  Nethersole  ; 
wouldn't  you  call  one  of  them  a  feathered 
duchess  ?  Don't  you  think  she  knows  quite 
well  that  she  won  a  silver  medal  at  the  last 
county  show  ? " 

Mrs.  Nethersole's  interest  in  fowls  w^as  quali- 
fied by  a  decided  mistrust  of  cochin-chinas  with, 
big    beaks   pecking    too  near   her   shoes.       She 


104  THE  duke's  maeeiage. 


had  nothing  more  to  say  at  the  Parsonage ;  so 
she  betook  herself  to  Kingshouse,  and  left  a  card 
marked  "Kind  inquiries."  She  made  a  virtue 
of  not  seeking  admittance,  because  she  saw  that 
it  would  be  denied  to  her.  "  How  does  Miss 
Corrington  bear  up,  poor  dear  ? "  she  said  to  the 
maid.  "  Give  her  my  best  love,  please — my 
best  love,  and  say  I  didn't  like  to  intrude." 

The  maid  might  have  said  that  G-ertrude 
bore  herself  with  fortitude,  for  the  grief  of  that 
miserable  day  had  not  prostrated  Gertrude.  She 
was,  indeed,  conscious  of  inspiring  more  s}anpathy 
than  she  wanted. 

Her  mother  and  sisters  and  the  servants  all 
spoke  to  her  in  compassionate  terms,  as  if  she 
were  ill.  She  would  have  had  them  be  up  and 
stirring — hunting  for  news  and  bringing  her 
some  proof  of  their  activity  every  minute.  To 
be  asked  whether  she  would  not  like  to  lie  down 
a  little,  to  take  a  glass  of  wine,  a  cup  of  tea, 
some  sal  volatile — all  this  while  her  mind  was 
revolving  like  a  grindstone,  and,  under  pressure 
of  her  cold,  sharp  sorrow,  was  throwing  up  as 
sparks  thousands  of  thoughts,  fancies,  suspicions 
— this  was  mere  teasing. 

When  Dick  returned  with  Barney  from  the 
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Star,  she  flew  into  the  hall  to  meet  him.  He 
could  not  resist  the  searching  appeal  of  her  eyes 
and  lips,  and  told  her  straight  out  all  that  had 
been  learnt  from  Inspector  Trotter. 

"  What  does  Hu  think  '?  "  exclaimed  Kate, 
breathless,  looking  round  for  her  husband. 

"  He  has  dropped  behind  with  father,"  said 
Dick.     "  I  think  he  has  gone  home." 

"Mr.  Littlepoint  won't  give  an  opinion, 
ma'am,"  said  Barney,  speaking  to  Mrs.  Corrington ; 
*'  but  my  mind  is  made  up,"  as  they  all  walked 
into  the  drawing-room. 

"  Do  you  really  believe  it  was  a  murder  ? " 
whispered  Mrs.  Corrington,  with  a  shudder. 

"  Yes,  ma'am  ;  I  do,"  said  Barney. 

*^It  can  have  been  nothing  else,  mamma," 
wildly  exclaimed  Gertrude,  who  had  been  cate- 
chizing Dick  as  to  its  details.  "  Grachard's  dis- 
appearance, those  two  Frenchmen  from  Paris,  and 
then  Dr.  Claverley  being  out  all  night  in  his  dog- 
cart. .  .  .  It  was  a  murder — done  by  them  all,  four 
against  one,  the  cowards  !  .  .  .  and  Dr.  Claverley 
must  have  carried  away  my  poor  Roland's  body 
in  his  cart  to  hide  it  or  throw  it  into  the  sea." 

Barney  nodded,  as  though  this  were  his  view 
also,  and  everybody  remained  silent  for  a  moment, 
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awed  by  the  pierciog  tones  of  Gertrude's  despair. 
She  had  discarded  her  bridal  dress  and  had  put 
on  a  black  one,  which  set  off  the  pallor  of  her 
visao^e.  The  central  fiojure  in  a  horrified,  dumb- 
stricken  family  group,  she  stood  the  picture  of 
sorrow,  but  of  courageous  sorrow.  Her  love  was 
expressed  in  her  kindling  eyes,  in  the  wringing 
of  her  hands,  in  tears  that  glistened  on  her 
cheeks  and  dried  there  without  tricklino;.  But 
her  lips  half-parted,  and  the  resonancy  of  her 
voice,  showed  that  she  was  not  succumbing  to 
her  grief,  but  meant  to  exact  vengeance  to  the 
last  tittle  for  whatever  had  been  done  amiss  to 
the  man  whom  she  loved. 

"Perhaps  somebody  ought  to  call  on  Dr. 
Claverley,"  muttered  Mrs.  Corrington,  whose 
tears  were  flowing. 

"  Yes,  mamma ;  Barney  and  I  are  going," 
said  Dick.  "  If  Claverley  has  not  bolted,  like 
Grachard,  we  shall  be  able  to  see  from  his  manner 
whether  he  knows  an}'thing." 

"  I  will  go  T\dth  you,  Dick,"  said  Kate,  tying 
the  strings  of  her  bonnet. 

"  Perhaps  you  had  better  not,  my  dear,"  in- 
terposed   Mrs.    Corrington.      "  Hu    might    not 

like  it;' 
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But  a  glance  from  Gertrude  urged  Kate  t(j- 
wards  the  door.  It  was  kinder  to  leave  Gertrude 
to  herself,  and  it  had  occurred  to  Kate  that 
Claverley  might  be  more  amenable  to  question- 
ing by  a  lady  than  by  a  boy  and  a  servant. 
There  was  some  sisterly  idea  in  her  mind,  too, 
that  her  presence  might  give  protection  to  Dick, 
if  that  youth  fell  into  violent  dialogue  mth  the 
doctor,  who  was  much  stronger  than  he. 

A  few  steps  from  Kingshouse,  however,  the 
party  of  three  met  the  General,  who,  not  without 
some  demur,  consented  to  accompany  them. 

"  Hucks  says  that,  as  a  magistrate,  I  ought 
not  to  mix  myself  up  in  an  affair  which  may  Idc 
brought  before  me  on  the  bench." 

"  I  should  think  a  magistrate  is  just  what 
we  want  at  this  moment,  sir,"  said  Barney  almost 
grumbling,  for  he  understood  less  and  less  how 
criminal  business  is  manao-ed  in  Eno;land. 

"  A  few  questions  from  you,  papa,  might 
clear  up  everything,"  said  Kate. 

"I  don't  think  that,"  remarked  Dick.  "If 
Claverley  had  any  good  to  tell  us,  he  would 
have  sent  round  a  note." 

"  Hucks  doesn't  believe  Claverley  capable  of 
a   crime,"    observed   the    General ;    "  nor   will  I 
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without  evidence.  But  I  will  go  with  you, 
because  Claverley  may  have  some  explanations 
to  give.     I  know  he's  at  home." 

Mrs.  Littlepoint  nodded  towards  the  doctor's 
house.  "You  see,  a  visitor  is  being  admitted 
at  this  moment,"  she  said. 

It  was  now  about  eleven  o'clock,  and  the 
High  Street  presented  the  appearance  which  it 
wore  on  every  sunny  morning.  There  was  no 
more  animation  than  usual,  and  this  amazed 
Kate,  who  had  thought  that  the  matter  which 
was  of  such  terrible  portent  to  her  own  family 
must  be  causing  a  public  commotion.  A  dog 
in  a  fit  will  collect  a  crowd,  and  a  street  will 
become  impassable  from  the  throng  of  gaping 
starers  if  a  house  in  it  has  been  the  scene  of  a 
murder ;  but  the  curious  appetites  of  crowds 
must  have  something  tano-ible  to  feed  on.  Kate 
did  notice,  however,  that  from  the  moment 
when  she  had  espied  Claverley's  door  to  that 
when  she  reached  it,  three  different  visitors 
knocked. 

So  many  people  had  been  quietly  trying  to 
see  Dr.  Claverley  during  the  last  hour  or  two  ! 
All  his  patients  seem  to  have  fallen  ill  together. 
Some  had   sent  for  him,  but  others  had  taken 
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a  surer  way  of  getting  an  interview  by  calling 
at  his  house.  Affecting  to  treat  these  visits 
as  purely  professional,  Claverley  was  receiving 
callers  in  his  study  as  fast  as  he  could.  He 
felt  their  pulses,  prescribed  for  their  ailments, 
real  or  imaginary,  and  then  packed  them  about 
their  business,  ignoring  all  hints  or  questions 
concernino;  the  missino;  Duke. 

The  General  and  his  little  suite  were  admitted 
without  difficulty  and  the  maid,  knowing  Mrs. 
Littlepoint,  promised  to  take  in  her  name  at 
once.  "But  I'll  show  you  into  the  garden, 
ma^am ;  all  the  rooms  are  full  of  j)eople,  and  you 
may  have  to  wait  a  little  time." 

Kate  had  only  once  been  in  Dr.  Claverley's 
house,  and  that  was  when,  not  many  weeks 
before  this,  she  had  gone  with  him  to  take 
measure  of  his  rooms,  prior  to  advising  him 
about  the  purchase  of  new  carpets.  The  doctor 
was  then  refurnishing  his  house  in  view  of  his 
wedding  with  Gertrude,  and  Kate  shivered  at 
this  recollection  as  she  passed  through  the  hall. 

Just  at  this  moment  Laurence  Claverley 
opened  the  door  of  his  consulting-room  and 
came  out  with  a  patient.  He  changed  colour 
a  little  on  seeing  Mrs.   Littlepoint,  and  looked 
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vicious  as  sin,  thought  Dick ;  but  that  was  not 
the  impression  he  produced  upon  Kate.  A 
splendid  figure  of  a  man  always  somewhat 
supercilious  in  his  mien,  he  looked  on  this 
occasion  particularly  cool  and  brisk. 

"Now,  Mrs.  Littlepoint,,  what  can  I  do  for 
vou  ?  "  he  asked,  after  he  had  ushered  his  visitor 
to  the  door ;  and,  seeing  that  no  hand  was 
stretched  out  to  him,  he  gave  a  toss  of  the  head 
and  frowned. 

'•'  Dr.  Claverley,  you  know  what  is  being 
said  about  you  ;  you  are  bound  to  clear  your- 
self," beoran  Kate,  beseechinoiv.  '*'  Tell  us  what 
you  were  doing  last  night." 

''  I  do  not  know  what  is  being  said  about 
me,  Mrs.  Littlepoint." 

"  Why,  the  Duke's  disappearance.  You  are 
believed  to  have  seen  him  last  night  later  than 
anv  of  us,  and  you  know  his  hat  has  been  found, 
all  battered  T^dth  bloodmarks,  on  the  ground." 

"  I  don't  profess  to  be  astonished  at  the 
Duke's  disappearance,"  said  Claverley,  in  a  care- 
h^ss  tone,  which  made  Dick  and  Barney  indignant. 
"■  He  knew  that  he  was  going  to  get  himself  into 
a  scrape." 

•'•'That's  ^our  view,"  broke  in  Dick. 
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"  Yes,  it's  my  view  and  his  too,  apparently." 

"  I  don't  think  you  ought  to  throw  stones 
at  a  man  behind  his  back,"  continued  Dick. 

"  Why  has  he  turned  his  back  ?  "  retorted 
Claverley,  drily.  "  Try  and  account  satisfactorily 
for  his  disappearance,  if  you  can." 

"  This  is  too  much,  bless  me  if  it  ain't,"  cried 
Barney,  astounded  ;  but  Kate  Littlepoint  checked 
him  by  a  dissuading  move  of  the  hand. 

"  Could  you  see  Gertrude's  distress,  you 
would  pity  her.  Dr.  Claverley,"  she  ejaculated. 
"  If  by  a  single  word  you  can  allay  her  anxiety 
about  the  Duke's  fate,  it  is  your  duty  to  speak 
out." 

"  I  am  not  responsible  for  the  Duke's  dis- 
appearance, and  I  can  tell  you  nothing  about 
him,"  replied  Claverley. 

But  as  he  said  this  a  strano-e  thino;  occurred. 

In  making  way  reluctantly  for  the  party  to 
enter  his  study,  he  displaced  a  chair  over  which 
a  light  overcoat  was  hanging.  The  coat  fell  to 
the  floor;  he  picked  it  up,  but  something  had 
dropped  out  of  one  of  the  pockets. 

Barney  pounced  upon  the  object,  uttering  a 
sound  that  was  between  a  snarl  and  a  roar. 

"  You  villain,  where  did  you  get  this  ? "  and. 
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springing  back,  the  Duke's  valet  held  up  his  left 
arm  on  guard,  while  his  right  hand,  pressed  to 
his  chest,  was  tightly  closed. 

"  What  is  it  ? "  inquired  Kate  and  Dick  in 
the  same  breath ;  and  Barney,  opening  his  palm 
a  little,  revealed  something  that  looked  like  a 
red  button.  It  was  one  of  those  scarlet  rosettes 
which  officers  of  the  Legion  of  Honour  wear  on 
their  coats,  and  Koland  always  had  one  in  his 
button-hole. 

"  We  have  got  you  now,  curse  you,"  muttered 
Barney,  backing  to  a  safe  distance  from  the 
doctor. 

The  servant's  round  face  was  suffused,  and 
all  the  veins  of  his  neck  were  starting.  "  You've 
killed  my  master  and  thrown  him  into  the  sea, 
that's  what  you  have  done.  This  decoration 
was  on  his  coat  last  night,  I^U  swear  to  it." 

Laurence  Claverley,  standing  with,  an  air  of 
consternation,  appeared  to  be  overwhelmed. 
However,  he  recovered  his  self-possession  pretty 
fast,  and  had  the  effrontery  to  glance  at  his 
watch,  as  if  he  desired  his  unwelcome  visitors 
to  go. 

"  Oh,  Dr.  Claverley,  what  does  this  mean  ? 
Do  speak  out,"  implored  Kate. 
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*'  I  have  nothing  to  say,"  answered  Claverley, 
mechanically  opening  a  letter. 

"  You  had  better  find  something,  as  matters 
are  looking  very  black  for  yon,"  observed  Dick. 

^'  I'll  go  and  fetch  a  policeman,  sir,"  ex- 
claimed Barney ;  but  when  Mrs.  Littlepoint 
again  made  her  dissuading  gesture,  the  servant 
lost  his  self-control.  "  What  are  yer  driving  at, 
with  all  this  stopping,  ma'am  ?  D'yer  want  to 
'elp  him  to  escape  ?  " 

"  No,  Barney  ;  we  understand  your  feelings, 
but  for  pity's  sake  have  patience." 

"  Patience,  ma'am  ?  Why  you  wouldn't  act 
like  this  if  he  w^ere  a  poor  man ;  and  Til  tell 
you  what — he  doesn't  leave  this  house  except  in 
handcuffs.  If  he  tries  to,  I'll  just  call  up  a  mob 
out  of  the  streets  ;  he  won't  escape  then." 

The  situation  was  critical.  Barney,  in  his 
excitement,  had  only  to  raise  a  cry  of  "  Murder  !  " 
and  the  house  w^ould  be  invaded  immediately 
by  one  of  those  rabbles  who  are  always  ready 
for  any  piece  of  lawlessness.  Happily,  the 
General  was  there  to  interpose  his  authority  as 
magistrate.  With  a  hand  to  his  ear,  he  turned 
sharp     upon     Barney    and    rapped    his    heav}- 

walking-stick  on  the  floor  to  command  silence. 
VOL.  II.  29 
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"  That  rosette  is  not  yours,  is  it,  Barney  ? " 

'^No,  General;  but " 

"Then  you  can't  summon  Dr.  Claverley  for 
unlawful  possession.  Your  evidence  as  to  its 
being  the  Duke's  property  may  be  of  use  at  the 
right  moment.  This  is  not  the  right  moment. 
As  for  you,  Dr.  Claverley,  you  must  expect  from 
this  hour  to  be  watched  by  the  police.  You  are 
not  a  jDrisoner,  but  you  will  be  watched." 

Claverley  bowed,  but  vouchsafed  not  a  word 
to  clear  himself  from  suspicion.  Thereupon 
Kate  burst  into  tears,  and,  clinging  to  her 
father's  arm,  allowed  herself  to  be  led  from  the 
house.  Dick  followed,  crestfallen  and  half 
frightened  by  the  doctor's  chilling  cynicism. 
Barney  wTapped  up  his  precious  rosette  in  paper, 
and  was  ordered  to  accompany  the  General  to 
the  police-station,  and  there  deliver  it  up  to  the 
inspector. 

This  was  done,  and  then  no  more  clues  as 
to  the  missing  Duke's  fate  were  obtained  till  late 
in  the  afternoon.  A  meetino^  of  mao^istrates 
was  held,  at  which  it  was  decided  that  no  charge 
could  yet  lie  against  Claverley.  If  the  Duke's 
body  were  found,  the  doctor  might  be  arrested 
for  murder,  as  principal  or  accessory ;  and  if  it 
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were  not  found,  he  might  be  indicted  for  "  spirit- 
ing away ; "  but  so  far  tliere  was  no  ground  for 
action  of  any  sort. 

Meanwhile  the  telegraph  was  set  to  work. 
Barney  sent  a  message  to  the  Countess  de 
Beaujeu,  and  got  answer  that  the  Countess  had 
no  tidings  of  her  brother  since  the  despatch 
which  she  had  received  on  the  previous  day. 
The  police  telegraphed  to  Brightport  to  get 
M.  Grachard  detained,  but  Grachard  could  not 
1)0  found.  He  had  got  married  at  the  regis- 
trar's office,  and  after  that  all  traces  of  him  were 
lost.  Fortunately,  ]\Irs.  Hopkins  was  discovered. 
At  about  six  in  the  evenino;  a  teleo^ram  to  the 
Lewbury  police  announced  that  a  Brightport 
detective  had  found  the  widow  and  would  escort 
her  home  by  the  next  train.  When  that  train 
arrived  at  Lewbury  station,  Inspector  Trotter 
was  waiting  on  the  platform. 

As  Mrs.  Hopkins  had  been  enjoying  herself 
at  her  Polly's  nuptials,  and  had  afterwards  par- 
taken of  refreshments  at  the  houses  of  various 
Brightport  friends,  animation  of  countenance, 
combined  with  Sunday  finery  and  new  green 
gloves,  made  her  a  different  woman  from  the 
bare-armed  lodging-house  keeper,  who   on  most 
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days  was  to  be  seen  up  to  her  elbows  in  soap- 
suds, flour,  or  soot.  The  thorn  in  the  rose  of  her 
pleasure  that  day  had  been  a  tight  boot.  It  was 
this  instrument  of  torture,  and  not,  as  she 
reiterated  to  the  sceptical  Mr.  Trotter,  anything 
whatsoever  in  the  nature  of  a  drink,  which 
caused  her  to  stumble  frequently  as  she  walked 
across  the  platform,  and  infused  bitterness  into 
her  objurgations  on  the  manner  in  which  s]ie 
was  being  treated. 

'•'  My  poor  Hopkins,  who's  gone,  wouldn't 
have  stood  by  to  see  me  disgraced  in  this  way, 
Mr.  Trotter.  What's  that  young  man  been 
going  on  at  me  about  Mr.  Grachard  for  ?  I  tell 
you  Tim  Grachard's  left  the  country," 

"  That's  sudden,  ain't  it  ?  "  said  Mr.  Trotter, 
who  had  conducted  the  widow  into  the  station- 
master's  private  room.  "  Whsit  did  he  go 
for  ?"  .  ^ 

'•'  Why,  he  went  off  vdth.  his  wife,  my  Polly, 
to  be  sure.  They  were  married  this  morning, 
and  they've  started  for  Belgium." 

"  TeU  me  now  about  those  words  that  passed 
between  Mr.  Grachard  and  the  Due  d'Ahna  at 
vour  house  yesterday,  ]\Irs.  Hopkins,"  continued 
the  inspector. 
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'•'  Wlio  told  you  there  had  been  words  ? " 
cried  the  widow,  as  she  subsided  into  a  chair. 

"  Never  mind  who  told  me." 

"  It  must  have  been  that  Crapps " — and 
Mrs.  Hopkins  shook  one  of  her  green  kid  fists. 
"  Oh,  the  artfulness  of  that  ojious  woman, 
whom  I  just  call  in  to  do  a  bit  of  charing  now 
and  then,  and  give  three  meals  a  day  to,  she 
being  nothing  but  a  pauper !  But  she  doesn't 
cross  my  door  again,  or  she  goes  out  in  front  of 
my  broomstick,  inspector,  that's  all  I've  got 
to  say." 

"  Nothing  came  of  them  'ere  words  ? "  re- 
peated the  inspector.  "  You  know  me,  Mrs. 
Hopkins  ?  " 

"  Yes  I  do,  Mr.  Trotter,  like  almost  every- 
body in  the  town  ;  and  I  ain't  above  ov\'ning 
that  I've  'ad  no  fault  to  find  with  you." 

"  Well,  then,  speak  out  the  truth,  and  say 
what  happened  after  those  two  Frenchmen  came 
from  Paris  last  night  to  see  Mr.  Grachard  ?  '* 

"  Ah,  you've  heard  of  them  two  Frenchmen!" 
and  this  seemed  to  the  mdow  an  inscrutable 
mystery,  so  that  her  answer  was  given  dreamily 
and  vdth.  a  glazed  eye.  "  Crapps  didn't  see 
them  ;  yes,  she    did,  though ;    they  came   just 
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before  she  went.  Well,  she  didn't  see  them 
come  back  after  they'd  been  dining  with  Tim  at 
the  Star.  They  was  all  three  a  good  bit 
the  worse  for  drink,  I  should  take  it,  for  they 
began  a  kissing  and  making  speeches  to  each 
other  on  the  staircase  ;  three  sillier  fellows  you 
couldn't  think  of  Then,  when  the  two  from 
Paris  had  got  their  bags  and  top-coats,  which 
they'd  left  in  Grachard's  rooms,  Grachard,  he 
slips  on  his  inverness  and  says  he'll  see  them 
off  to  the  station,  and  that's  the  last  I  saw 
of  him." 

''  Do  you  mean  to  say  Grachard  didn't  come 
back  to  his  rooms  at  all  last  night  ?  " 

"He  came  back  right  enough,  but  I  don't 
know  when,  for  I  was  in  bed,  and  he  had  a 
latch-key." 

"  What  about  his  looks  when  you  saw  him 
this  morning  ? " 

"  Why,  Grachard  isn't  much  of  a  one  for 
looks,"  said  Mrs.  Hopkins,  gravely,  "  and  my 
Polly  didn't  marry  him  for  his  face.  She  thought 
him  a  decent  sort  of  a  man,  and  that's  her 
business,  I  suppose." 

"  That  T\'ill  do,  ma'am ;  you  can  go  home," 
said  the  insj)ector,  when  he  saw  that  no  more 
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could    be    extracted    from    the    confused    Mrs. 
Hopkins. 

The  widow  then  limped  home,  being  saluted 
on  her  w^ay  by  many  cries  from  street  boys 
of  "  Where's  Frenchie  ?  "  For  now  that  the 
day's  business  was  over,  the  French  nobleman's 
disappearance  was  being  pretty  generally  dis- 
cussed by  working  men  in  public-houses  and  at 
street  corners. 

Presently  Inspector  Trotter  set  his  face 
homeward.  As  he  was  going  up  the  High  Street 
he  was  met  by  Barney,  who,  in  a  rather  shame- 
faced w^ay,  pulled  a  telegram  out  of  his  pocket, 
and  said — 

"  I  have  just  got  this  from  Dieppe.  It  tells 
me  I  shall  get  a  cheque  to-morrow^  morning,  and 
then  I'm  to  pay  the  hotel  bill,  and  to  go  off  with 
all  the  luggage,  horses,  and  traps  to  join  my 
master  in  Paris" 

"  Whew-w  !  so  he  ain't  dead,  then  ?  "  whistled 
Inspector  Trotter,  cocking  his  eye.  "D'yer  see 
what  I  told  you  this  morning  ?  "  Yer  wouldn't 
believe  it  then." 

"Blowed  if  I  ever  could  have  believed  it," 
said  Barney,  with  a  responsive  wink  and  speaking 
under  his  breath.     "  But  now  I  want  to  know 
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what  I  ought  to  do  about  this  telegram.  Ought 
I  to  take  it  to  the  young  lady  at  Kingshouse  1 " 

"  Depends  who  it's  from." 

''  Why,  it's  from  my  master  himself.  Look 
here  at  the  name  ; "  and  Barney  seemed  to  be 
more  puzzled  than  ever. 

"  It's  a  queer  go,"  muttered  the  inspector ; 
and  his  voice  had  a  compassionate  touch  as  he 
added,  "  Take  it  to  General  Corrington  ;  not  to 
the  poor  young  lady." 


(     121     ) 


CHAPTER  VII. 

THE    HOTEL   AT    DIEPPE. 

The  steamboat  going  from  Freshaven  to  Dieppe 
had  performed  its  journey  that  morning  in  the 
time  advertised  as  being  usual  in  the  company's 
notices — a  feat  which  the  most  experienced 
passengers  on  board  had  never  seen  accomplished 
before. 

Leaving  the  English  harbour  an  hour  after 
midnight,  the  boat  glided  over  a  pond-like  sea  ; 
the  sky  above  was  all  starry,  and  the  air  soft 
with  a  summer  warmth.  When  dawn  broke,  the 
w^hite  cliffs  of  Normandy  were  well  in  view,  and 
at  about  half-past  six  the  steamer  entered  the 
port  and  was  moored  along  the  quay — the  lively 
French  quay,  where  deep  baskets  of  silvery  fish 
were  being  hauled  up  from  countless  smacks, 
while    crowds    of    fisherwomen    chattered,    and 
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green-coated  doiianiers  scolded,  and  the  Angelus 
bells  from  the  city  churches  sounded  with  a  far- 
off  faintness  in  the  atmosphere  of  a  sunny 
morning. 

There  were  many  passengers  on  board,  chiefly 
young  Frenchmen,  who  had  been  interrupted 
from  earning  their  livelihood  in  England  by  a 
call  to  martial  duties.  They  had  been  summoned 
home  for  enrolment  in  the  Mobiles,  and  on  the 
strength  of  the  gun,  drum,  trumpet,  and  thunder 
concert  in  which  they  were  going  to  play  their 
parts,  making  Prussia  dance  and  Europe  quake, 
they  had  passed  the  night  on  deck,  crowing 
patriotic  songs,  and  preparing  indigestion  for 
themselves  with  bottled  beer. 

Jules  from  a  haircutter's  in  Oxford  Street ; 
Alphonse,  the  sous-chef  in  a  city  restaurant ; 
M.  Alcibiade,  the  foreign-correspondence  clerk 
of  a  Piccadilly  vdne  merchant ;  M.  Narcisse,  the 
assistant  professor  of  tongues  lately  domiciled  at 
Putney,  where  lay  his  clientele  of  young  ladies' 
schools  ; — all  these  and  many  more  were  clustered 
together  in  temporary  fraternity.  They  had 
shrieked  defiance  before  starting  at  a  party  of 
young  Germans,  whom  they  had  encountered  in 
a   London  railway  station,  and  this  first  brush 


thp:  hotel  at  DiEPrE.  ]23 

with  the  enemy  had  sthnulated  their  nerves  and 
voices  Hke  a  ration  of  wine  all  round.  So  pleased 
were  they  to  behold  their  native  land  again 
that  they  gave  a  cheer  to  the  two  gendarmes  in 
silver-laced  cocked  hats  and  yellow  baldrics,  who 
stood  on  the  landing-stage ;  and  the  fisherwomen, 
attracted  by  their  merriment,  crowded  to  the 
quay  side  to  laugh  with  them  and  cheer  back. 
Scores  of  women  and  girls  huddled  together, 
with  their  wet  blue  skirts  and  bare  legs,  the 
young  ones  ruddy  of  cheek,  the  old  ones  shrill 
of  voice  and  ^\ith  faces  like  baked  apples. 

"Vive  la  France!"  "A  bas  la  Prusse !  " 
*'Mort  a  Bismarck  !"  was  shouted  by  all  these 
gay  French  folk  ;  as  the  shore -rope  was  made  fast 
to  the  catches  of  the  boat ;  and  the  gangway 
descended  rattling  to  the  deck. 

Two  fidgety  men,  who  stood  apart  from  the 
other  passengers — men  with  well-muffled  chins 
and  cloth  caps  pressed  down  over  their  brows 
to  the  eyes — were  the  first  to  spring  on  to  the 
gangway.  They  were  quickly  ashore,  and,  having 
apparently  no  luggage  but  a  bag  between  them, 
avoided  the  custom-house,  and  hurried  straight 
into  the  town.  Behind  them  ascended  Jules, 
Alphonse,  Alcibiade,  and  the  others  ;  then  ladies 
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none  the  worse  for  the  passage  ;  then  the  nervous 
lady  who  is  invariably  ill,  whether  it  be  rough 
or  calm ;  then  the  portly,  dictatorial  man  who 
is  always  finding  fault,  and  who  always  forgets 
something  and  wants  to  return  for  it  when  he 
is  half  across  the  o^ano-wav  :  and  then  the  in- 
evitable  British  family,  with  overcoats  and  hats 
wondrous  to  the  foreign  eye,  dusky  dogskins,  rugs, 
sheafs  of  umbrellas,  a  cricket-box,  biscuit-munch- 
ing children,  and  a  toy  terrier. 

The  last  of  these  tourists  was  hardly  landed 
when  the  Enoiish  steward.  Q-oins:  his  round  of 
the  private  cabins,  found  a  passenger  asleep  in 
one  of  them.  "  Hullo  !  that's  the  gentleman  who 
was  brought  on  board  ill,"  he  said  to  a  tall, 
hoarse  man  with  a  pur]3le  nose,  the  captain,  who 
was  croaking  some  orders  to  a  seaman.  "  Where 
have  his  friends  got  to  ?  " 

"  Had  he  any  friends  ?  "  asked  the  captain. 

"  Ay,  sir,  two  French  gentlemen.  They  paid 
me  for  the  cabin,  and  told  me  he  wasn't  to  be 
disturbed.     But,  I  say,  what's  this  ?  " 

The  steward,  approaching  the  sleeper,  saw 
that  his  head  was  bandaofed,  and  turningr  down 
the  rug  that  had  been  thrOT\Ti  over  him  he 
noticed  bloodstains  on  his  linen  and  clothes.     In 
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the  act  of  making  this  discovery  the  steward 
shook  the  sleeper's  shoulder,  upon  which  the 
passenger  awoke  and  sat  up. 

"  You're  at  Diep])e,  sir." 

"  Where  am  I  ? "  and  the  passenger,  with  a 
look  of  bewilderment  and  pain,  pressed  a  hand 
to  his  head. 

"  They've  brought  you  to  France,  sir. 
Where's  your  two  friends  ?  Do  you  think 
they've  gone  to  get  a  cab  for  you  ? " 

"  Gi'e  'im  some  brandv,"  suo^o-ested  the 
captain,  whose  voice,  coming  up  from  the  deepest 
pit  of  his  stomach,  sounded  like  that  of  a  man 
in  a  well. 

The  passenger  muttered  something  about 
feeling  giddy  and  sleepy ;  but  he  understood 
that  he  was  being  asked  his  name,  and  he  half 
drew  from  the  breast  of  his  coat  a  pocket-book, 
which  the  steward  handed  to  the  captain.  The 
latter  found  in  it  notes,  gold,  some  visiting-cards, 
and  a  French  passport  in  which  the  Due  d' Alma's 
names,  titles,  and  military  rank  were  given  in 
full. 

"  Due  d'Alma !  I  wonder  whether  these 
belong  to  'im "? "  mumbled  the  caj^tain.  "  He 
looks  a  gentleman  too,  with  his  evening  clothes ; 
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you'd  think  he'd  been  brought  on  board  straight 
from  the  theayter.     What  was  his  friends  like  ?  " 

"  Eegular  French,  sir.  I  think  I  heard  say 
one  was  a  doctor,  and  that  this  gentleman  wasn't 
quite  right  in  his  head,  or  that  he  was  a  bit 
tipsy  and  had  had  a  nasty  fall,  but  I  didn't  pay 
much  attention ;  there  was  so  many  on  board 
to  serve." 

"  Smells  strong  o'  brandy,"  remarked  the 
captain,  becoming  suddenly  aware  that  the  odour 
of  spirits  pervading  the  cabin  did  not  come  from 
his  own  pea-jacket,  as  he  had  at  first  thought. 

"  He  must  have  spilled  a  lot  over  himself," 
said  the  steward,  sniffing.  "  I  suppose  we  must 
take  him  ashore,  sir." 

"  Take  'im  to  a  'otel,  and  tell  the  johndarms 
about  him,"  answered  the  captain ;  and  as  he 
spoke,  the  patient,  whose  head  had  been  nodding 
heavily,  sank  sideways  on  to  the  couch  and  fell 
to  sleep  again. 

Koland — for  it  was  he — did  not  recover  con- 
sciousness for  hours,  as  he  had  the  effects  of  a 
heavy  narcotic  to  sleep  off.  When  his  mind 
awoke  to  a  dim  perception  of  surrounding  objects, 
languor  of  body  kept  him  motionless,  and  he 
closed  his  eyes  again,  being  unable  to  understand 
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what  he  saw.  An  officer  in  a  French  uniform, 
a  sister  of  mercy,  a  man  in  spectacles — these 
were  the  figures  on  which  his  wandering  gaze 
rested  for  a  moment,  and  they  seemed  to  be  the 
creatures  of  an  unfinished  dream.    . 

The  sounds  of  a  familiar  voice  at  last  drew 
him  from  his  lethargy,  and  this  time  he  plainly 
recognized  his  cousin  the  Marquis  de  Maisonbelle, 
talking  to  a  sister,  whose  grey-blue  robe  and 
broad  starched  coif  proclaimed  her  of  the  Nursing 
Order  of  St.  Vincent  de  Paul.  M.  de  Maison- 
belle wore  the  undress  uniform  of  a  general,  with 
buckskin  breeches  and  some  riding-boots  of  a 
new  pattern.  This  little  military  detail  riveted 
Roland's  attention  and  convinced  him  that  he 
was  not  dreamiDg.  He  addressed  his  cousin  by 
name,  and  the  General  advanced  to  the  bedside. 

"  Ma  sceur,  I  think  he  is  awake.  Roland,  do 
you  know  me  ?  " 

"  Why,  yes.    What  brings  you  to  England  ? " 

"  Man  cher,  you  are  in  France,  Hotel  Henri 
Quatre,  Dieppe  ;  bedroom  number  5." 

"  Who  brought  me  here  ? " 

"  Some  friends  who  broke  your  head  for  you. 
They  put  you  on  board  the  packet  and  decamped, 
after  drugging  you  in  fine  style." 
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"  And  you  ? " 

"  I  have  just  been  appointed  to  tlie  command 
of  the  garrison  of  Dieppe.  This  morning  the 
police  reported  to  me  that  you  were  Ipng  here 
wounded  and  senseless,  so  I  came  to  see." 

"  Am  I  badly  hurt  ?  " 

"  Only  a  scalp  wound ;  you  must  have  lost 
a  deal  of  blood,  but  the  doctor  says  it  will  be 
nothing.     Can  you  recollect  how  it  happened  ?  " 

Eoland  could  remember  nothing.  His  memory 
was  a  blank  from  the  moment  when  he  had  parted 
with  Gertrude.  Of  the  night's  events  there  was 
not  even  that  confused  impression  on  his  mind 
which  resembles  a  spoilt  photograph.  The  only 
thing  that  recurred  to  him  was  Dr.  Claverley's 
face,  but  whether  he  had  seen  it  hours  or  days 
ao'o  he  could  not  determine.  Its  outlines  became 
dim  when  he  essayed  to  fix  them. 

"  How  long  have  I  been  here  ? "  was  Eoland's 
next  question.  He  had  delayed  putting  it,  for 
he  dreaded  the  reply,  having  lost  all  reckoning 
of  time.  But  when  he  learned  that  he  had  only 
been  unconscious  half  a  day,  he  sat  up  in  bed 
and  stared  his  cousin  in  the  face. 

"  De  Maisonbelle,  I  was  to  have  been  married 
this  morning." 
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''Ahdiahle!'' 

''Moil  Dieu,  what  will  she  have  thought, 
poor  child  ?  Tell  me  the  time.  I  feel  strong  now  ; 
I  will  return  to  England  by  the  next  boat.  I 
see  it  all  now.  I  had  a  quarrel  yesterday  with  an 
ignoble  Httle  rascal,  a  revolutionist,  a  man  called 
Grachard,  and  a  doctor.  They  must  have  way- 
laid me.  It's  fiendish  ;  but  I  will  settle  accounts 
with  them.     Oh,  my  poor  little  Gertrude  ! " 

He  looked  round  him  for  some   clothes. 

"You  have  nothing  to  put  on,"  said  the 
General.  "  We  must  send  to  a  ready-made 
clothes  shop.  But  do  you  really  feel  strong 
enough  to  travel  ? '' 

"  Yes,  yes.  My  head  is  a  little  heavy,  but 
that  will  pass." 

"  We  shall  see  what  the  doctor  says  ;  but " — 
here  the  General  changed  his  tone  and  spoke 
bluntly,  with  a  gesture  of  one  hand  towards  the 
window  and  a  jerk  of  his  second  thumb  over  his 
shoulder — "  your  road  does  not  lie  there,  over 
the  sea,  but  in  the  opposite  direction  towards 
Paris.  Do  you  foro-et  that  vou  have  been 
gazetted  to  the  command  of  the  12th  Cui- 
rassiers ? " 

"  That's  true,"  lamented  Eoland,  in  despair. 
VOL.  II.  30 
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''  I    must   be  in  Paris   to-morrow.     Man  Diev, 
what  shall  I  do  ?  " 

"Goto  your  duty^  parhleu.  That  12th  is 
«s  fine  a  regiment  as  any  in  the  army,  and  many 
an  officer  of  higher  standing  than  you  envies 
you  your  luck.  I  do  for  one.  Be  up  and  off  if 
you  can  travel,  and  leave  love-making  till  after 
the  war." 

The  Marquis  de  Maisonbelle  had  never  been 
friendly  to  Eoland  s  marriage.  It  has  been  said 
that  in  face  he  was  absurdly  like  Napoleon  III. 
The  resemblance  was  the  more  complete  from  his 
liabit  of  stroking  his  lono;  moustache  and  twistino- 
its  waxed  tips  when  he  was  thoughtful.  He 
liad  at  that  moment  a  grievance  of  his  own,  by 
reason  of  which  the  ornament  of  his  upper  lip 
got  severe  pulling,  and  owing  to  which  also  his 
cousin's  love  affairs  interested  him  less  than  ever. 
Aide-de-camp  to  the  Emperor,  M.  de  Maisonbelle 
liad  obtained  brevet  promotion  on  the  declaration 
of  w^ar  ;  but  instead  of  being  ordered  to  the  fron- 
tier, he  had  been  sent  to  Dieppe  to  form  a  camp 
of  mobiles,  which  he  considered  degrading  and 
tantamount  to  ''slitting  his  ear,"  as  they  say  in 
the  French  service  for  "shelving." 

"  Adieu,  mon  baton  de  marechal,"  he  muttered 
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regretfully.  "  I  was  promoted  off  the  staff  because 
the  Emperor  wants  young  aides  for  the  cam- 
paign ;  but  I  was  surely  as  fit  to  command  a 
division  before  the  enemy  as ,"  and  he  re- 
peated the  names  of  half  a  dozen  brother  generals 
whom  he  considered  to  have  been  favoured  abovt^ 
their  deserts.  As  for  you,  Roland,  this  campaign 
may  be  the  making  of  you.  You  will  be  a 
general  before  the  year  is  out,  a  general  at  thirty  ! 
Mille  bomhes !  and  you  look  as  if  things  Avere 
going  wrong  with  you  !  " 

"  I  must  send  a  teleo-ram  to  Enoiand,"  inter- 
rupted  Eoland,  who  was  working  himself  into  a 
fever  from  thinking  over  Gertrude's  anxieties. 

"  A  telegram  for  your  clothes  ?  " 

"  No  ;  to  Miss  Corrington — to  my  Jicincce. 
She  must    have   waited    at   church   for  me   this 


morning." 


"  Isn't  your  head  a  little  in  the  clouds  still  ? " 
asked  the  General,  niakino-  a  oimlet  of  one  of 
liis  moustache -tips.  "  How  could  you  have  got 
married  this  morning  ?  I  have  not  heard  of  your 
])anns  being  published." 

'"'Xo;   I   was   oroino-   to    ofet  married    in    the 

'  GOO 

English  way." 

"  Diahle  !     The  man  who  cracked  your  head 
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perhaps  rendered  you  a  good  service,  then.  Sister 
Eosalie  shall  give  you  some  paper,  but  we'll  pack 
you  off  to  Paris  as  soon  as  possible." 

During  the  dialogue  between  the  two  men, 
the  sister  of  mercy  had  withdrawn  to  the 
window.  At  the  General's  summons  she  turned 
her  pale,  grave  face  towards  the  jDatient,  and 
with  noiseless  dexterity  did  what  was  ordered. 
She  smoothed  Koland's  pillow,  brought  him  some 
paper,  and  held  him  up  with  lithe  arm  while  he 
drafted  his  telegram  to  Gertrude.  Eoland  looked 
Avistfully  at  her,  and,  knowing  that  a  woman's 
heart  beats  even  under  a  nun's  robe,  he  said, 
"It's  for  jxij fiancee,  sister;  you  will  make  sure 
that  it  is  sent  ? " 

"  Oh  yes,  Monsieur  le  Due,"  she  answered. 

Then  Eoland  scrawled  off  a  second  message, 
ordering  Barney  to  join  him  in  Paris  ;  and  Sister 
Eosalie,  lowering  him  on  to  his  pillow  again,  felt 
his  hand,  and  said,  as  to  a  child,  "  You  are  still  a 
little  feverish.  Try  and  compose  yourself  before 
the  doctor  returns." 

Sister  Eosalie  was  one  of  those  admirable 
women  who,  detached  from  all  mercenary  inte- 
rests in  service,  wait  upon  God  while  tending  the 
sick.     She  spent  her  life  in  nursing,   receiving 
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no  pay  or  presents.  What  money  her  patients 
pleased  to  give  did  not  pass  through  her  hands, 
but  went  to  her  order,  and  for  herself  she  was 
only  entitled  to  thanks,  though  even  this  reward 
she  mildly  deprecated  if  offered  in  excess.  Her 
face  had  the  sere  colour  of  wax,  and  it  was 
impossible  to  guess  at  her  age,  for  the  linen  band 
over  her  forehead  concealed  her  hair ;  but  her 
eyes  were  limpid,  her  teeth  white,  and  her  light 
voice,  never  weary  or  sharp,  circulated  like  fresh 
air  in  a  sick-room. 

Her  greatest  joy — and  some  accounted  this  a 
fault  inherent  to  her  order,  and  demonstratinof 
the  superiority  of  lay  over  religious  nurses — 
was  to  draw  the  minds  of  her  patients  to  holy 
subjects,  and  many  a  pious  little  artifice  she 
used  to  this  end.  She  had  a  well-worn  missal 
interleaved  with  coloured  pictures  of  saints, 
the  Agnus,  the  Sacred  Heart,  and  all  the  em- 
blems of  the  Passion,  and  she  would  demurely 
turn  these  things  over  till  a  patient  asked  to 
look  at  them  ;  and  then,  with  a  half-sly  look 
and  a  beating  heart,  she  would  offer  to  read  some 
of  those  mystically  poetical  prayers  to  the 
Blessed  Virgin,  which,  to  her  so  beautifu],  seemed 
to  some  so  infantine.     Alas !  her  readino:  often 
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sent  a  patient  to  sleep  ;  but  what  if  it  pleased  her 
to  read,  and  what  if  the  patient's  slumbers  were 
soothed  by  her  gentle,  reverent  tones,  which 
drove  bad  thoughts  away  ?  Even  in  the  dark- 
ness of  sleep  a  light  may  shine,  and  our  dreams 
are  none  the  worse  for  a  flicker  from  those  lamps 
which  the  wise  virgins  hold  ready-trimmed  for 
the  Master's  coming. 

Sister  Eosalie  did  not  read  to  Roland,  for 
the  General,  who  had  gone  to  fetch  the  doctor, 
soon  returned  with  this  man  of  science — a 
dapper  mannikin  with  spectacles,  a  shiny  alpaca 
coat,  white  vest,  and  a  preposterously  bald  head. 
Dr.  Glicery's  head  was  one  of  those  which  kind- 
hearted  people  wince  to  see  exposed  to  the  sun. 
One  would  have  liked  to  clap  a  cabbage-leaf  on 
it  even  at  the  risk  of  mortally  offending  the 
little  doctor,  who,  being  one  of  the  most  fashion- 
al»le  practitioners  in  Dieppe,  was  always  baring 
his  poll  to  the  view  of  ladies,  reflecting  from  its 
.surface  an  amount  of  brightness  which  appeared 
to  crown  him  with  a  professional  aureola.  This 
It  omii  nculus  ^Tonounced  the  Dake  unfit  to  travel ; 
he  cautioned  him  against  brain  fever.  Then  he 
wrote  a  prescription.  We  pay  dearly  for  such 
medical   opinions,    and   take    of  them    quant  inn 
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ijicicet.  Five  minutes  after  the  doctor  was  crone, 
Roland,  with  the  General's  assistance,  glided 
out  of  bed,  and  Sister  Rosalie,  who  had  left  the 
room  for  a  moment,  came  back  to  find  him 
partially  dressed,  and  walking  round  the  apart- 
ment on  his  cousin's  arm. 

He  felt  a  little  weak,  and  there  was  a  numb 
pain  on  one  side  of  his  head ;  but  he  would 
walk,  he  said.  In  any  case,  he  would  go  to 
Paris. 

"  Bring  him  up  a  plate  of  soup  and  a  good 
glass  of  Bordeaux  ;  that  will  help  him  on,"  ordered 
the  General.  "  And,  sister,  you  had  better  go 
to  Paris  with  him,  in  case  he  should  want 
nursing  on  the  way." 

Sister  Rosalie  bowed  assent.  It  was  her 
duty  to  go  an}nr\diere  she  was  wanted,  and  her 
look  said  plainly  that  she  thought  the  Duke  still 
needed  her  care.  With  a  kind  entreaty  she 
tried  to  draw  him  away  from  the  blood-stained 
coat  which  he  was  examining,  his  brows  knitted, 
his  hands  clenched.  "  Never  mind  that,  mon- 
sieur.    Come  and  sit  in  this  armchair." 

"  The  villains,  to  have  attacked  me  by  night 
in  this  way ! "  said  Roland,  throwing  down  the 
coat  with  passion.      ''  And  to  think  that   I  can 
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remember  nothing  of  what  took  pLice — nothing, 
nothing  ! " 

This  was  the  worst  part  of  his  misery.  As 
he  was  being  led  to  the  armchair,  he  caught 
sight  of  himself  in  the  flj-blown  mirror  above 
the  mantelpiece,  and  saw  with  a  shudder  how 
strangely  his  pallor  and  his  bandage  disfigured 
him.  While  the  General  went  out  again  to  see 
about  procuring  him  some  clothes,  and  while 
Sister  Rosalie  busied  herself  about  getting  him 
some  refreshment,  he  sat  at  a  rickety  table  and 
tried  to  redeem  the  promise  which  he  had  given 
in  his  telegram  of  writing  to  Gertrude  by  the 
first  post. 

But  the  words  would  not  come.  He  kept 
dipping  into  the  well  of  the  splashed  white  china 
inkstand  the  oxydized  steel  pen  which  countless 
hotel  lodgers  must  have  used,  and  he  spoilt  two 
or  three  sheets  of  the  cheap  hotel  paper  before 
he  could  write  three  lines,  which  rambled  all 
over  the  page,  and  which  he  saw  to  be  incoherent. 
His  thinking  apparatus  was  out  of  order.  When 
he  endeavoured  to  recall  something  of  the  night's 
incidents,  the  effort  caused  one  spot  on  his  head 
to  throb,  and  the  fugitive  visions  that  started 
up  had  no  more  shape  than  faces  in  the   fire. 
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"  I  shall  only  fright  en  the  poor  child,"  he 
ejaculated,  throwing  down  the  pen.  "  I  must 
write  when  I  get  to  Paris  !  my  brain  may  be 
cooler  then." 

His  soup  and  wine  did  him  some  good ;  and 
after  he  had  eaten,  he  had  the  beneficial  excite- 
ment —  for  it  was  mixed  with  a  moment  of 
amusement — of  dressing  for  his  journej'in  ready- 
made  clothes.  A  hosier  sent  some  hard,  stiff 
shirts  ;  a  clothier,  addicted  to  profuse  pictorial 
advertisements,  a  blue  serge  suit,  which  the 
shopman  who  brought  it  declared  to  be  an 
eleo;ant  fit,  thouo^h  it  bub-ed  at  the  collar  like 
the  mouth  of  a  letter-bag. 

When  Eoland  was  dressed  in  these  odd 
clothes,  he  walked  about  the  room  without 
assistance.  His  head  ached,  but  the  floor  no 
longer  seemed  to  heave  under  his  tread.  The 
hotel-keeper,  who  had  been  much  mystified  at 
the  Due  d'iUma's  arrival  at  his  house  under 
such  peculiar  circumstances,  and  who  hung  about 
the  passage  expecting  that  the  assistance  of 
several  waiters  would  be  required  to  carry  the 
patient  down  to  the  Jiaci^e  at  the  door,  was  rather 
disconcerted  when  the  Duke  descended  leaning 
on  General  de  Maisonbelle's  arm. 
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At  the  railway  station  the  General  retained 
a  coupe,  and  Eoland  got  into  it  with  Sister 
Kosalie. 

"  I  will  go  with  you,  Eoland,  if  you  like," 
said  the  General,  who  in  all  the  duties  of  cousin- 
ship  behaved  with  exemplary  devotion. 

"  No,  thanks,  cousin ;  I  shall  sleep,"  said 
Roland,  with  a  grateful  nod.  He  had  to  thank 
his  kinsman  for  much  kindness,  though  in  the 
matter  of  his  frustrated  marriao;e  the  General  had 
markedly  abstained  from  offering  sympathy,  and 
— but  Eoland  was  not  aware  of  this  piece  of 
treachery — had  taken  upon  himself  to  suppress 
the  teleoTam  addressed  to  Gertrude.  This  he 
had  done  unknown  to  Sister  Eosalie,  who  had 
entrusted  both  messages  to  the  hotel  porter. 

"  Well,  then,  an  revoir,  and  a  lucky  campaign 
to  you,"  cried  the  General,  waving  his  red  kepi 
as  the  train  started. 

Eoland  could  not  sleep  in  the  train.  It  was 
a  resplendent  summer  evening,  and  he  gave  that 
as  his  excuse. 

To  Sister  Eosalie's  chagrin,  he  sat  up  and 
looked  ont  of  the  window  with  a  troubled  face, 
for  he  was  moved  by  the  strongest  feeling  that 
can  lash  the  blood  of  a  vouno\  brave,  and  im- 
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petuous  man — the  feeling  that  he  was  impotent 
to  obtain  satisfaction  for  a  cowardly  outrage. 
The  countenance  of  Dr.  Claverley  recurred  to 
him  every  moment,  like  that  black  spot  which 
dances  before  the  eyes  when  one  has  stared  into 
a  furnace. 

He  doubted  not  that  the  man  was  a  miscreant, 
and  fears  for  Gertrude's  safety,  with  an  uncon- 
(juerable  presentiment  of  his  own  death  in  the 
coming  war,  haunted  him  all  the  way  to  Paris; 
while  the  fields  for  mile  after  mile  glowed  red 
under  a  bloodshot  sky,  and  trees  and  telegraph 
posts  flew  by  to  right  and  left  of  the  train  like 
the  soldiers  of  an  army  in  rout. 
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CHAPTEE  VIII. 

THE    MIRACULOrS    SPRING. 

Something  has  now  to  be  said  of  divers  remark- 
able events  which  had  occurred  at  Chateaufort 
while  Eoland  was  in  Enoiand. 

That  niii^aculous  apparition  which  had  been 
arranged  with  a  magic  lantern  by  Pierre  Quiroule 
and  Odette,  the  cow-girl,  had  much  startled  the 
religious  minds  of  Brittany,  and  had  brought 
crowds  of  jDilgrims  every  day  to  the  castle. 
Laughed  at  by  the  freethinkers  of  Auray  and 
Nantes,  it  was — as  always  happens  in  such  cases 
— the  more  hotly  defended  by  Catholics.  The 
Bishop  of  the  diocese  did  not  commit  himself  to 
the  position  that  all  apparitions  are  credible,  but 
he  held  that  the  first  impulse  of  a  right-thinking 
mind  should  be  faith.  One  must  not  yield  a 
point  to  those  scoffers  who  go  about  the   city 
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grinning  like  dogs,  and  whose  yelps  are  against 
not  one  miracle  only,  but  against  all — curs  who 
bark  at  the  moon  and  stars  as  readily  as  they 
howl  at  candles.     This  is  what  the  Bishop  said. 

His  Greatness  (for  so  are  Prench  bishops 
designated)  was  a  cautious  man,  however,  and  he 
summoned  Jerome  Juva  to  his  palace  at  Auray 
in  order  to  make  quite  sure  that  the  chapL^in 
himself  believed  in  the  miracle.  Jerome's  feverish 
manner  was  enough  to  clear  up  all  doubts  on 
this  point.  He  tossed  his  long  arms  about, 
clasped  his  hands,  and  kept  turning  up  his  eyes 
towards  the  ceiling. 

*•'  You  are  quite  sure  that  you  saw  the  Holy 
Fiomre  with  vour  o^tl  eves,  mv  dear  friend  ?  " 
said  his  Greatness,  who  was  a  polite  little  old 
gentleman  in  a  violet  cassock,  and  a  beautiful 
cross  of  amethysts  on  his  breast. 

*'  We  all  saw  her,  my  lord,  in  shining  robes, 
and  such  a  lovely  face  ! " 

"  And  you  say  that  a  spring  has  been  dis- 
covered on  the  spot  ? " 

"  On  the  spot  where  the  Holy  Figure  ap- 
peared the  earth  was  found  to  have  been  freshly 
stirred,"  replied  Jerome.  "  We  felt  sure  this 
must  be  a  sio-n  to  us  that  there  was  somethino 

o  o 
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to  look  for  underneatli,  so  all  the  Kergarecs  went 
out  with  shovel  and  pickaxe  and  dug  two  days 
and  nights,  till  behold  !  water  gushed  out." 

"  Truly  marvellous  !  "  said  the  good  Bishop, 
taking  a  pinch  of  snuiF. 

"  Miraculous  water,"  continued  Jer6me,  ex- 
citedly. "  Some  of  our  people  hoped  for  a  trea- 
stire  of  gold  and  silver,  but  they  found  something 
much  better  :  for  no  sooner  had  old  Jeanne  Ker- 
garec  dipped  her  rheimiatized  leg  in  the  water 
than  it  began  to  move  like  the  other ;  and  since 
old  Catherine,  the  laundry- worn  an,  has  bathed 
her  sore  eyes  with  the  water,  she  has  begun  to 
see  ao^ain  as  she  did  vears  ao-o." 

"  And  people  from  the  villages  are  flocking 
to  the  spring  ?  There  are  no  doitbters  among 
them?'' 

"  They  are  hastening  in  crowds,  my  lord, 
from  all  parts — the  rich  as  well  as  the  poor — the 
Polhuans,  Penhoels,  Kergarious.  They  all  think 
it  so  portentous  that  this  apparition  should  have 
come  at  a  moment  when  France  is  just  going  to 
war  with  an  heretical  nation,  and  when  the  heir 
of  Chateaufort  was  about  to  marry  an  unbeliever." 

'•  That  marriage  has  come  to  nothing,  has  it 
not  ?"  inquired  the  Bishop,  in  a  discreet  tone. 
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"  Yes,  my  lord  Out  venerable  Marquise, 
with  a  strength  of  will  which  would  have  been 
impossible  in-  one  so  aged  and  infirm  but  for 
miraculous  assistance,  held  out  against  monsieur's 
wishes,  and  forbade  the  marriage ;  and  now  we 
are  hoping  for  a  supreme  miracle.  The  Mar- 
(juise  wants  to  be  carried  down  to  the  sprino- 
and  to  be  dipped  in  it,  that  she  may  be  cured  of 
her  palsy.  We  trust  this  may  be  to  her  as  a 
bathing  in  the  Pool  of  Siloam." 

"  You  won't  dip  her  without  her  doctor's 
advice  ? "  exclaimed  the  Bishop,  unguardedly. 

'"'  Dr.  Tregalloan  objects,*'  answered  Jer6m<' 
Juva,  with  gloomy  displeasure.  "'  But,  my  lord, 
he  says  the  Marquise  is  incurable,  which  means 
that  he  cannot  cure  her.  Why,  then,  should 
we  not  appeal  to  a  Higher  Physician  ? " 

"  Well,  h'm  ! "  said  the  Bishop,  eluding  the 
direct  answer  behind  a  cough.  "  We  must  trv 
and  not  give  the  enemy  occasion  to  blaspheme. 
But  if  the  Marquise  herself  insists  on  being- 
dipped  in  the  water " 

'•'  She  does,  she  does,  my  lord.  Her  faith 
is  so  pure,  so  edifying  !  She  would  fain  cry,  like 
Simeon,  ''  Xunc  Dimittis'  now  that  she  has  been 
marked  out  for  this  o-reat  favour  of  Providence." 
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"  Well,  well,  I  will  go  to  Chateaufort  myself, 
and  see  the  Marquise,"  replied  the  Bishop,  ending 
the  interview  mth  some  gracious  words  to  Jerome 
himself.  "  You  may  well  exult,  my  young  friend, 
for  you  too  have  been  marked  out  for  great 
favour  in  all  this." 

Jerome  knelt  to  receive  the  Bishop's  blessing. 
The  next  day  he  had  the  gratification  of  seeing 
the  Bishop  arrive  at  the  castle  with  two  chap- 
lains. His  Greatness  brought  with  him  in  his 
carriage  and  pair  his  richest  episcopal  vestments 
— his  cope  of  golden  cloth,  his  mitre  and  jewelled 
gloves.  Arrayed  in  these,  and  carrying  his 
crozier,  he  celebrated  Mass  in  the  chapel  of  the 
castle ;  then  w^nt  to  the  new-found  spring, 
which  looked  like  a  large  puddle.  The  wooden 
shoes  of  believers  had  trodden  down  aU  the 
surrounding  soil,  and  made  a  quagmire  of  it. 
Muddy  water  was  oozing  out  of  some  place 
which  could  not  be  clearly  seen  because  of  the 
numberless  slushy  pools  that  had  been  formed 
all  round  by  the  overflow. 

His  Greatness  had  to  gather  up  his  vestments 
as  old  ladies  do  their  petticoats  in  rainy  weather. 
But  he  advanced  bravely  as  near  to  the  ooze 
as  he  could,  and  blessed  it.     Troops  of  villagers, 
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attracted  by  the  sight,  came  clambering  up  the 
slopes.  Some  helped  aged  cripples  along  ;  others 
carried  children  who  were  maimed  or  ill.  The 
Bishop  had  a  good  word  for  everybody.  He 
was  saying  to  himself  that  one  must  not  damp 
popular  fervour.  What  might  be  his  owtl  private 
opinion  about  the  miracle  he  did  not  state,  and 
no  one  asked  him. 

Old  Agathe,  the  Marc[uise's  maid,  witnessing 
the  commotion  from  the  T\dndow  of  her  mis- 
tress's bedroom,  muttered  half  a  dozen  Aves,  and 
thumbed  the  beads  of  her  rosary.  The  Marquise 
was  asleep,  and  Agathe  was  afraid  to  awake  her, 
for  Dr.  Tregalloan  had  given  orders  that  his 
patient  was  never  to  be  disturbed  in  her  rest. 
The  sight  of  the  Bishop's  mitre  and  cope  blazing 
in  the  sun  was  too  much,  however,  for  the  de- 
voted servant,  who,  in  her  list  shoes,  shambled 
noiselessly  to  the  bed  and  touclied  the  Marquise's 
arm.     "  Madame,  the  Bishop  !  " 

The  words,  whispered  with  bated  breath  in 
the  sleeper's  ear,  roused  her  at  once.  ''  The 
Bishop  !  Has  he  come  to  consecrate  the  spring  ? 
Then,  Agathe,  this  is  the  time  for  me  to  be. 
dipped  there." 

"  Not  dipped,  madame.     I  dare  say  a  touch  of 
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the  water  would  do  ;  but  I  do  think  now  is  the 
time,  or  never." 

''  Yes.  Call  Pauline,  and  dress  me  quickly, 
Agathe.  Never  mind  what  Dr.  Tregalloan 
says." 

Agathe  rang  a  bell,  but  there  was  no  answer  ; 
she  opened  the  door  and  called  the  names  of 
several  servants,  but  not  a  response  came.  "  They 
must  be  all  out  on  the  plateau,  madame ;  but  lie 
(|uiet  just  for  a  minute,  and  I  will  be  back." 
Saying  which,  the  old  woman,  with  an  agility 
surprising  in  one  of  her  years,  ran  out  to  find 
somebody  who  could  assist  in  carrying  the  Mar- 
quise out  of  doors.  Agathe,  for  her  part,  had  a 
full  faith  that  if  madame  could  be  dipped  bodily 
into  the  holy  spring,  it  would  be  to  her  as  a 
resurrection. 

The  castle  seemed  to  be  empty,  for  the 
entire  household  had  gone  out  to  attend  the 
Bishop's  Mass.  But  as  she  was  crossing  the  front 
hall  Agathe  heard  some  talking,  with  a  screech- 
ing sort  of  laugh,  which  made  her  look  up  and 
around  her.  She  could  not  discover  at  first 
whence  the  sounds  proceeded.  Again  the  screech 
rang  through  the  hall,  and  old  Agathe's  knees 
knocked  together  with  fear  as  she  suddenly  per- 
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ceivecl  a  fionre  robed  all  in  ^Yhite,  standino;  in 
an  embrasure  of  the  first  landing  on  the  stairs. 
It  was  like  the  figure  of  a  bride,  but  of  a  mad 
bride,  chattering  and  laughing  loudly  to  herself. 
To  make  this  sight  more  fantastic,  the  creature 
in  white  supported  herself  in  her  fits  of  laughter 
by  flinging  an  arm  round  the  neck  of  a  dummy 
clad  in  an  old  suit  of  armour. 

"  Diou  !  girl,  what  a  fright  thou  gav'st  me  !  " 
was  the  reassured  exclamation,  for  Agathe  had 
recoornized  her  o^^TL  dauo'hter,  Odette. 

"  What  is  it,  mother  ?  "  and  Odette,  turning- 
sharp  round,  stared  for  a  moment ;  then  made  a 
mock  curtsey  in  all  her  finery.  "  It's  made- 
moiselle who  told  me  to  put  on  all  this,  for  she 
wants  to  show  me  to  the  Bishop,  as  I  was  the 
first  to  see  the  vision  of  Our  Lady.  These  are 
mademoiselle's  own  things." 

Agathe  was  divided  between  admiration  and  a 
host  of  other  feelings  in  looking  at  her  daughter. 
"  It's  certain  that  thou  wert  the  first  to  see  Our 
Lady,"  she  grumbled ;  '*'  but  what  made  thee 
laugh  so  loud  just  now  ?  " 

"  The  people  jostling  one  another  on  the 
slopes,  and  tumbling  with  their  noses  in  the 
mud,"  sniggered  Odette,  suppressing  a  tendency 
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to  laugh  outright.  "  Mother,  look  at  my  satin 
shoes  and  my  silk  stockings." 

"Mademoiselle  didn't  lend  thee  the  white 
shoes  ;  she  hasn't  got  any." 

"  No ;  they're  among  the  things  which  the 
Countess  de  Beaujeu  left  when  she  was  last  here, 
so  I  borrowed  them,  as  I  want  to  look  my  best." 

"  Madame  de  Beaujeu  didn't  leave  any  white 
satin  shoes  here." 

"  Yes,  she  did." 

"  No,  she  didn't,  and  thou'rt  a  Har.  A  pretty 
thino'  for  the  saints  to  show  off  before  such  a 
one  as  thee !  I  have  heard  of  that  Pierre 
Quiroule  of  thine,  and  I'll  be  sworn  he  gave 
thee  the  shoes.  He'll  make  a  fool  of  thee,  thou'lt 
see." 

"  He'd  better  !  "  muttered  Odette,  and  a  scowl 
passed  over  her  brow  like  a  cloud.  But  after 
this  she  beat  down  the  skirt  of  her  white  muslin 
dress,  ran  nimbly  down  the  stairs,  and,  looking 
over  her  shoulder,  cried,  "See,  mother,  how  it 
trains  ! " 

"Ave  Maria!  thou  ouo;htest  to  be  lookincj 
like  a  premiere  communiante,  and  thou'rt  tricked 
out  as  for  a  carnival  ball.  Take  that  feather 
out  of  thine  hair,  and  that  silly  brooch,  and  those 
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bunches  of  yellow  ribbon ;  why,  they  are  made 
of  the  silk  tapes  that  go  round  monsieur's  cigar 
bundles." 

To  these  maternal  injunctions  Odette  obeyed 
by  putting  out  her  tongue  as  far  as  it  would  go, 
and  retreating  to  a  safe  distance.  Old  Agathe 
made  a  gesture  which  graphically  conveyed  the 
idea  of  reprisals  with  a  broomstick ;  but,  having 
no  such  implement  at  hand,  she  mumbled,  "  I'm 
w^asting  my  time  with  thee.  Where  is  made- 
moiselle ? " 

''  In  the  kitchen,  making  an  omelette  for  the 
Bishop,"  replied  Odette's  voice  half-way  down  a 
passage. 

''  Tell  her  to  come  at  once  to  madame's 
room,"  screamed  Agathe,  who  then  hobbled  back 
to  her  attendance  on  the  Marquise. 

Pauline  was  employed  as  Odette  had  said. 
She  was  in  the  kitchen,  with  an  apron  on,  beating 
up  eggs  in  a  bowl.  Marie  the  cook  had  nobody 
else  to  assist  her,  for  all  the  other  servants  had 
run  out,  some  with  leave,  some  without,  just 
when  they  were  most  wanted.  Bishops  cannot 
be  sent  away  hungering.  The  unexpected  visit 
of  monseignor  and  his  two  chaplains  made  it 
necessary  that  a  good  breakfast  should  be  pre- 
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pared  ;  and  now  it  seemed  that  there  were  to  be 
other  guests  besides  his  Greatness,  for  several  of 
the  neighbouring  gentry  were  seen  mingling  with 
the  villagers  in  the  throng  on  the  slopes. 

"  How  shall  we  ever  manage,  mademoiselle?  " 
exclaimed  the  brown-faced  Marie,  clattering  in 
with  her  wooden  shoes  from  the  scullery  ^^ith  an 
armful  of  lettuce.  "  Count  Eene  de  Polhuan 
and  Baron  de  Penhoel  have  come.  I  have  just 
seen  Clovis  leading  their  horses  round  to  the 
stable,  and  they're  such  enormous  eaters." 

"  The  horses,  you  mean  ? " 

"  Eh,  no,  mademoiselle ;  the  Count  and  the 
Baron,  I  mean,  though  their  horses  will  eat  too, 
poor  things,  when  they  get  into  any  stable  but 
their  o^tl." 

"  We  must  put  another  chicken  on  the  spit," 
said  Pauline,  briskly.  "  All  will  go  well.  There  is 
plenty  of  food,  and  some  of  those  girls  will  be 
back  soon  to  help  us." 

Hearing  these  words  through  the  open  door 
of  the  kitchen,  Odette  did  not  go  in,  for  she  was 
afraid  of  being  made  to  do  menial  service  in  her 
white  dress.  She  had  her  misgivings  also  as  to 
what  mademoiselle  might  say  about  her  white 
shoes,  feathers,  and  yellow  ribbons — glories  which 
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she  thought  it  best  to  keep  as  a  surprise  and 
pleasure  for  the  episcopal  eye.  So  she  coolly 
returned  to  the  hall  without  delivering  her 
mother's  message. 

Just  at  this  moment  the  Bishop  and  the  other 
clerg}Tnen,  the  visitors  and  servants,  all  returned 
into  the  castle  courtyard,  for  the  blessing  of  the 
spring  had  not  been  a  long  ceremony. 

'•'  Oh,  maclame,  I  am  afraid  we  re  too  late  !  " 
said  Agathe,  who  had  been  dressing  her  mistress 
as  expeditiously  as  was  compatible  with  extreme 
care  in  not  hurting  or  flurrying  the  invalid. 
"  At  least,  we  shall  have  to  wait  till  after  mon- 
seigneur  has  breakfasted.  Never  mind  ;  we'll  get 
his  Greatness  to  stay  for  vespers,  and  then  we'll 
all  go  out  together.  Who  knows,  madame,  but 
that  you  may  come  back  from  the  spring  walking 
like  the  strongest  of  us  ?  " 

"  Where  is  Pauline  ? "  asked  the  Marquise, 
weakly,  as  she  was  being  put  back  into  bed.  "  I 
want  her  to  be  beside  me  when  the  Bishop 
comes  in." 

"  Mademoiselle  is  helping  in  the  kitchen  ;  it's 
such  an  affair  to  dish  up  a  breakfast  to  a  Bishop's 
liking.     But  I've  sent  my  girl  Odette  for  her." 

"  His  Greatness  must  be  well  entertained," 
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muttered  the  Marquise,  as  she  was  being  propped 
up  by  her  pillows  with  large  lace  frills.  *'  I 
wonder  whether  Pauline  will  know  where  to  find 
the  old  Bordeaux  of  '54  ?  I  ought  to  have  a  son 
near  me  to  attend  to  these  things.  Ah  !  Agathe, 
I  wish  my  boy  Eoland  were  here.  But  now, 
mind  what  I've  told  you  :  nobody  is  to  tell  the 
Bishop  a  word  about  monsieur's  amourette  with 
a  heretic." 

''Not  a  word  shall  be  said,  madame." 
"  It  would  be  such  a  scandal  if  his  Greatness 
heard  of  it.     I  mean  to  introduce  Mademoiselle 
de  Penmarck  to   the    Bishop  as  my  grandson's 
future  wife." 

"  Ah,  madame  !  what  a  blessing  it  would  be 
for  us  all  if  that  marriage  could  take  place  !  " 
sighed  Agathe.  It  had  been  kept  from  the  Mar- 
quise that  France  was  on  the  verge  of  a  war  in 
which  her  grandson  would  probably  have  to  fight. 
She  had  no  suspicion,  either,  that  Eoland's  engage- 
ment to  "the  English  girl"  continued  to  be 
talked  of  as  by  no  means  ended.  In  all  things 
the  Marquise  had  to  be  humoured,  and  so  Agathe 
corrected  her  first  exclamation  by  adding,  ''  And 
why  shouldn't  they  be  married  ? " 

"  They    must    be    married,"    answ^ered    the 
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Marquise,  whose  imperious  tone  was  not  louder 
than  that  of  a  sick  child. 

''  They  shall  be  married,  madame,"  said  old 
Agathe,  with  docility. 

"  And  now  put  me  on  some  pearl  powder," 
faltered  the  Marquise.  "  The  Bishop  will  think 
me  quite  an  old  woman  if  he  sees  me  like  this. 
Mind  he  comes  in  with  his  mitre  on,  and  with  the 
other  clergymen.  The  door  of  the  oratory  must 
l)e  opened,  and  monseigneur  must  give  me  his 
l)lessing  from  the  altar." 

"  Yes,  madame.  .  .  .  Ah,  Maria  !  I  do  believe 
there's  that  girl  of  mine  chatting  with  his  Great- 
ness in  the  courtyard,  and  she's  laughing  too  ! 
Will  you  make  your  curtsey,  and  take  that  feather 
off,  you  hussy  ?  " 

Agathe  had  thrown  open  the  door  of  the 
oratory,  which  faced  the  Marquise's  bed.  The 
bedroom  commanded  a  view  of  the  plateau,  buib 
the  oratory  overlooked  the  courtyard,  and  from 
its  window  Agathe  could  see  her  daughter  atti- 
tudinizing and  smirking  before  the  Bishop.  She 
lifted  up  her  wrinkled  hands  in  amazement,  but 
of  course  her  words  did  not  reach  Odette's  ears. 
In  another  moment  the  whole  company  of  pious 
and  profane  people  had  entered  the  house,  and 
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Pauline  Juva  came  running  into  the  Marquise's 
room.  "  Agathe,"  she  whispered,  before  noticing 
that  the  Marquise  was  sitting  up  in  bed,  "  can 
we  awake  madame,  and  get  her  ready  to  see  the 
Bishop?" 

"Why,  madame  has  been  ready  these  ten 
minutes,  mademoiselle." 

"  How  long  you  have  been  away,  my  dear 
Pauline  !  "  came  from  the  Marquise's  quavering 
voice.     "Didn't  Odette  say  we  wanted  you  ? " 

"I  have  not  seen  Odette  for  more  than  an  hour." 

"The  minx  is  all  in  white,  and  said  you  lent 
her  one  of  your  dresses,"  remarked  Agathe. 

"I  did,  and  thought  I  would  introduce  her 
to  the  Bishop,  but  she  spared  me  that  trouble  by 
presenting  herself.  I  have  just  left  her  chatter- 
in  o*  with  monseio-neur  as  if  she  were  an  old  friend 
of  his.  You  know  her  way ;  but  in  this  instance 
it  is  better  that  she  should  be  talkative  than 
reticent.  The  more  she  can  tell  his  Greatness 
about  the  miracle  the  better." 

There  was  a  flush  on  Pauline  Juva's  face — a 
flush  of  the  kitchen  fire,  and  her  manner  was 
exhilarated.  This  afiair  of  the  miracle  had 
caused  her  to  live  for  days  in  a  round  of  happy 
excitement.     Her  mortification  at  Roland's  con- 
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duct  towards  herself,  very  sharp  while  it  lasted, 
had  been  assuaged  Ijy  the  feeling  that  wondrous 
things  were  happening  around  her,  and  that  she 
was  in  some  way  mixed  up  in  them.  As  she 
had  faith  in  these  things,  so  she  had  hope  in  the 
issue  of  them. 

If  her  heart  sank  now  and  then  at  the 
recollection  of  how  little  love  Roland  had  shown 
her,  there  was  a  rebound  when  she  reasoned 
with  herself,  and  reflected  how  much  better  her 
position  was  than  it  had  been  before  the  Duke's 
last  visit  to  Chateaufort.  Prior  to  that  visit, 
her  love  for  the  Duke  had  been  a  mere  dream, 
not  acknowledged  even  by  herself  as  a  reahty  ; 
but  now  her  love  was  encoiu'ao-ed  bv  the 
^larquis.  True,  the  Duke  had  gone  away ;  l)ut 
had  not  Providence  interposed  to  i^revent  his 
marriage  with  Miss  Corrinoton,  and  mio-ht  not 
that  Providence  bring  him  back  ? 

'•'  Is  everything  quite  ready  ?  "  said  Paidine, 
olancincr  round  her  :  then,  in  a  daucrhterlv  wav, 
she  went  up  to  the  Marquise's  bed,  smoothed 
the  pillows,  and  arranged  the  crimson  satin 
quilt.  "  Madame,  I  think  the  Bishop  is  going 
to  bring  you  some  of  the  spring  water  in  a 
chaKce,"  she  said  softly. 
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The  old  lady  thumped  her  shrivelled  hands, 
overloaded  with  rings,  on  her  quilt. 

"  I  feel  I  shall  want  something  more,  my 
dear,"  she  insisted.  "  Now  the  Bishop's  here, 
I  shall  not  be  satisfied  unless  I  am  carried  down 
to  the  spring  and  plunged  into  the  waters.  If 
I  die — well,  I  die  ;  but  I  believe  that  I  shall  be 
cured  by  that  stream." 

"  We  all  believe  and  hope,  madame,"  said 
Pauline,  kissing  one  of  her  benefactress's  hands. 

"  Then  you  must  let  me  have  my  way, 
notwithstanding  all  that  the  doctor  may  object. 
Promise  me  that.  You  are  to  be  my  daughter, 
Pauline  ;  you  must  obey  me  as  your  mother." 


(     157     ) 


CHAPTER  IX. 

A   FLASH    OF   LIGHTNING. 

The  waters  are  too  turgid,  clear  lady.  Wait  till 
they  have  become  quite  clear,  then  we  will  carry 
you  down." 

"  Not  to-day,  then  ?  " 

"  No,  ad  augusta  per  angusta.  Prepare 
yourself  for  this  great  ordeal  by  a  little  patience." 

With  these  words,  the  polite  little  Bishop 
dissuaded  the  Marquise  from  having  herself 
carried  down  and  immersed,  clothes  and  all,  into 
one  of  the  puddles  on  the  slope.  The  poor  old 
lady  listened  more  to  him  than  she  did  to  her 
doctor.  She  liked  the  reasons  he  gave  her,  and 
kept  muttering  to  herself,  ''Ad  augusta  per 
angusta.''  Then  it  must  be  confessed  that  the 
water  which  the  Bishop  had  brought  in  the 
chalice  was  very  muddy.     Madame  de  Chateau- 
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fort  had  been  picturing  to  herself  a  stream  of 
waters  like  crystal,  flowing  noiseless  and  foamless 
down  the  hill-side. 

On  the  evening  of  that  day  when  the  Bishop, 
his  chaplains,  and  the  other  guests  entertained 
at  the  Chateau,  had  long  been  gone — towards 
seven  o'clock,  while  there  was  much  washing  up 
of  plates  and  wagging  of  tongue  in  the  kitchen — 
Odette  Kergarec  might  have  been  seen  descend- 
ing to  the  village  by  the  steepest  and  least - 
trodden  paths  on  the  slopes.  Her  way  lay  in 
zigzags  all  among  the  trees. 

She  was  covered  with  a  long  black  cloak  and 
hood,  but  now  and  then  she  opened  this 
o*arment  to  oloat  with  undiso-uised  satisfaction 
over  the  white  dress  underneath.  A  little 
further  on  she  would  shuffle  off  one  of  her  sabots, 
and,  holding  up  a  foot  at  right  angles  to  her 
eyes,  rejoice  in  the  contemplation  of  a  satin  shoe, 
and  of  a  pink  silk  stocking  drawn  nicely  over 
her  instep.  There  was  just  enough  light  under 
those  trees  to  enable  a  person  to  distinguish 
a  black  thread  from  a  white  one,  and  Odette 
used  up  this  light  for  her  own  self-admiration  so 
long  as  there  was  any  of  it  left.  By  the  time 
she  reached  the  village  it  was  dusk.     She  went 
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straight  to  the  tayern  of  the  Three  Gulls  and 
asked  to  see  Pierre  Quiroule. 

He  came  out,  smoking  a  cigarette  and  holding 
a  billiard-cue,  but  started  on  seeing  Odette. 
"  What  brings  you  here  ?  "  Didn't  I  tell  you 
that  you  were  never  to  try  and  see  me  without 
an  appointment  ?  " 

"  Yes,  but  I've  news,  Pierre,"  she  whispered. 
"  They  want  to  part  us.  I  have  seen  the  Bisho]) 
to-day,  and  he  has  been  persuading  madame  that 
I  ought  to  go  into  a  convent.     Look  here  !  " 

Odette  threw  open  her  cloak,  as  though  the 
exhibition  of  her  finery  would  prove  that  a 
young  person  who  could  dress  in  such  superior 
style  was  never  intended  for  a  claustral  life. 
Pierre  Quii'oule  at  first  said  nothing,  but  blew 
two  pufis  of  his  cigarette  and  looked  thoughtful. 
It  would  have  suited  him  very  well  that  Odette 
should  be  put  in  a  convent  and  never  more  get 
out.  The  frown  with  which  he  had  gTeeted  the 
girl  suddenly  disappeared,  however,  and  his  tone 
softened,  as  he  said,  "  Walk  down  the  road,  my 
beauty,  towards  the  beach,  and  I  will  join  yuu 
in  a  moment." 

"  See  here  again,"  said  Odette,  drawing  Ik'v 
foot  out  of  a  sahot  to  display  one  of  those  fiimous 
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satin  shoes.  ''  They're  the  pair  you  gave  me  ; 
don't  they  just  fit  ?  " 

"  I  hope  the  Bishop  noticed  them,"  grinned 
Pierre,  and  gave  Odette  a  little  pat  on  the  cheek, 
which  sent  her  away  well  pleased.  She  was 
evidently  under  his  thrall,  and  a  kind  word  from 
him  went  a  long  way. 

She  tripped  down  the  road  till  she  reached 
a  wild  part  of  the  shore  where  no  boats  were 
ever  launched.  There  was  only  shingle  and 
black  rocks.  Amono-  these  fishermrls  some- 
times  went  looking  for  shrimps,  crabs,  and 
lobsters  at  low  water  ;  but  the  tide  was  in  just 
then,  and  nobody  was  about.  In  the  grey  hght, 
the  black  faces  of  the  rocks  could  be  seen  being 
caressingly  licked  by  the  small  waves  of  a  sea 
smooth  and  almost  oily  in  its  undulations.  As 
the  day  had  been  warm  and  the  air  was  some- 
what sultry,  the  salt  smell  of  the  seaweed  had 
an  enjoyable  pungency,  and  Odette  inhaled  it 
with  heaving  chest  and  dilated  nostrils  as  she 
waited  for  her  beau. 

He  soon  joined  her,  smoking  as  usual,  with 
a  straw  hat  jauntily  perched  on  one  side  of  his 
head,  and  the  two  ends  of  a  bright  red  silk 
neckerchief  trailing   over   his   brown   velveteen 
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coat  and  white  vest.  He  was  a  smart  pedlar, 
aad  what  Odette  fouad  most  irresistible  in  him 
w^as  his  cotton  shirts,  striped  red  or  blue,  ^ith 
turned-down  collars  and  half  a  foot  of  starched 
wristband.  Nobody  at  Chateaufort  had  such 
shirts  ! 

"  \Yho  is  it  that  wants  to  make  a  nun  of  mv 
girlie  ? "  he  said,  accosting  Odette,  and  linking 
an  arm  in  one  of  hers.  "  Why,  you  know,  they 
couldn't    put    you   in   a   convent    against   your 

wm  ? " 

"  Yes,  but  I  am  afraid,  Pierre,"  she  said, 
drawing  closer  to  him.  "  You  must  take  me 
away  from  here.     I  want  to  go  to  Paris." 

"  What  are  you  afraid  of  .^  " 

"Madame." 

"  What,  that  bedridden  old  woman  ?  How 
could  she  hurt  you  ?  " 

"  She  doesn't  want  to  hurt  me  ;  she'd  call 
it  doing  me  good,"  said  Odette.  "I  shouldn't 
be  afraid  of  anybody  except  her ;  but  w^hen  she 
orders,  then  my  father  and  mother  and  made- 
moiselle obey  as  if  it  were  thunder  that  was 
speaking  to  them  ;  and  I  believe  that  my  brother 
Clovis,  at  a  word  from  mademoiselle,  would  tie 
hay- wisps  round  my  T\Tists,  fling  me  into  a  cart, 
VOL.  II.  32 
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and  carry  me  to  the  Convent  of  Auray  like  a 
load  of  chaff." 

"  Diahle !  but  you  \Yould  make  it  hot  work 
for  the  nuns  when  you  got  there." 

"  I  don't  know.  Have  you  ever  seen  the 
walls  of  the  convent  at  Auray  ?  I  have  heard 
that  there  are  girls  in  there  who  can  never  get  out." 

"  I'd  get  you  out  fast  enough,"  laughed 
Pierre.  "Why,  I  would  blow  up  the  walls  of  a 
fortress  if  I  thought  they  were  keeping  my  pet 
in  it." 

"  That's  the  best  word  you  have  spoken 
yet,"  murmured  Odette,  Tvith  a  brightening 
look,  as  she  sidled  still  closer  to  him.  There 
was  something;  of  terror  in  her  thrill,  for  she 
could  never  forg-et  how  he  had  swallowed  fire 
and  pulled  a  live  rat  out  of  his  mouth  by  the 
tail.  The  brooch  which  she  was  wearing  then 
remained  to  her  as  a  memento  of  his  supernatural 
power.  Such  a  man  might  well  blow^  up  con- 
vent walls  if  he  were  bent  upon  it ;  but  would 
he  do  such  a  thing  for  her  sake  ?  "  Who  were 
you  playing  billiards  with  at  the  inn?"  she 
asked  abruptly. 

"With  the  landlord  and  some  customers 
whose  names  I  don't  know." 
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"  Who  is  that  red-headed  girl  who  was  stand- 
ing in  the  doorway,  and  who  didn't  seem  to  know 
whether  you  were  in  when  I  asked  after  you  ? " 

"That  was  the  servant -girl,"  said  Pierre, 
pretending  to  be  amused  by '  Odette's  cross- 
questions.  "You're  not  going  to  be  jealous  of 
her,  I  suppose  ? " 

"  I  could  strangle  any  girl  I  saw  speaking 
to  you,"  answered  Odette,  with  quiet  vehemence. 
Then,  passing  in  an  instant  from  one  mood  to 
another,  she  clung  to  Pierre's  arm,  while  she 
shook  with  a  long  fit  of  laughter.  "  Oh,  Pierre, 
you  should  have  seen  all  those  people  scrambling 
into  the  puddles  to-day  !  The  old  Countess  de 
Polhuan  got  stuck  almost  up  to  her  knees  in 
mud ;  her  son  and  the  Baron  de  Penhoel  had 
to  tug  both  together  to  pull  her  out.  Then 
there  were  numbers  of  people  who  had  brought 
pitchers  and  bottles  to  fill  with  the  water  after 
the  Bishop  had  blessed  it." 

"  Don't  I  know  that  ?  "  chuckled  Pierre,  as  he 
rolled  himself  another  cigarette.  "  Why,  I  was 
standing  just  outside  the  avenue  gates  with  a 
barrow  full  of  bottles  of  the  water.  I  sold  about 
a  hundred  of  them,  different  sizes  and  different 
prices,  but  nothing  luidQv  fifti/  centimes." 
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He  struck  a  matcli  on  the  seam  of  liis  trousers 
to  light  his  cigarette,  and  at  the  moment  the 
whole  heavens  became  overspread  with  a  brilliant 
yellow  glare.  Odette  started  back  mth  a  scream. 
"  Don't  be  afraid ;  it's  only  sheet  lightning,"  said 
the  baoman. 

"D'you  know,  you  are  a  sort  of  a  devil, 
vou  ? "  exclaimed  Odette,  looking^  at  him  with 
distended  eyes,  but  with  fascination  in  her  whole 
attitude.  "  I  could  have  sworn  that  flash  of 
lightning  came  from  the  match  you  were 
striking." 

"  Perhaps  it  did.  But,  my  beauty,  I  think 
we  are  g-oino;  to  have  a  storm,  so  we  had  better 
finish  our  business  quickly.  Shall  you  be  ready 
to  come  to  Paris  with  me  in  a  week  ? " 

She  would  have  been  ready  to  go  with  him 
there  and  then.  He  had  promised  to  marry  her, 
and  she  had  come  expressly  to  tell  him  tliat  he 
must  make  haste.  It  was  of  no  use  that  he 
should  ask  her  parents'  consent,  for  they  would 
not  give  their  daughter  to  a  pedlar  from  Paris ; 
but  if  there  were  an  elopement,  her  parents  would 
have  to  make  a  virtue  of  necessity.  That  is  how 
Pierre  had  taught  Odette  to  reason  the  matter, 
and  she  now  repeated  his  own  lesson  to  him. 
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But  he  must  make  haste.  The  apparition  had 
brought  her — Odette — into  notoriety.  Madame 
had  said  that  day  that  she  could  no  longer 
remain  a  cow-girl ;  the  Bishop  had  talked 
about  her  education,  and  had  suggested  novitiate 
in  a  convent,  with  a  view  to  her  some  day 
taldng  the  veil.  As  she  was  but  eighteen  years 
old,  her  parents  might  send  her  to  school  in 
a  convent  whether  she  liked  it  or  not,  and 
they  could  keep  her  there  for  the  next  three 
years. 

Pierre  Quiroule  approved  all  these  remarks 
with  nods,  but  set  forth  his  own  position.  He 
had  been  buying  land ;  he  wanted  to  buy  more, 
and  must  tarry  in  the  neighbourhood  of  the 
chateau  for  several  days  in  order  to  make  his 
speculation  fructify  in  a  hundred  manners.  He 
foretold  that  ere  long  Chdteaufort  would  become 
a  town,  and  receive  its  hundred  and  fifty  thousand 
pilgrims  a  year  like  Lourdes.  All  the  land  so 
far  round  him  as  he  could  see  would  be  covered 
with  houses,  and  these  all  his  own,  for  he  was 
going  to  start  a  building  company.  It  was 
worth  while  being  patient  to  secure  these  results. 
"  A  week  is  not  long,  my  charmer,"  he  said, 
with  his  cajoling  tongue ;  "  and  they  won't  try 
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to  kidnap  you  during  that  time  ;  but  if  they  do, 
you  must  run  down  to  me." 

"  You  will  let  me  see  you  every  day,  then  ?  " 
said  Odette,  who  understood  nothing  about 
building  societies,  and  could  not  picture  Chateau- 
fort  to  herself  as  otherwise  than  it  was.  The 
aggrandizement  of  this  place  was  nothing  to 
her,  for  she  was  devoted  to  the  man,  not  to  his 
work. 

There  had  been  many  gleams  of  sheet 
lightning  while  the  pair  spoke,  and  now  light 
gusts  of  wind  darted  through  the  still  air, 
bending  the  to23s  of  distant  trees  and  making 
their  leaves  rustle  audibly.  There  were  no  trees, 
no  shelter  of  any  sort,  w^here  Pierre  and  Odette 
stood ;  and  the  sea,  turning  black  before  their 
eyes  in  the  thickening  dusk,  answered  the 
souofhino:  of  the  wind  with  a  swelling  noise  like 
a  prolonged  moan.  A  storm  was  coming  on. 
Far  away  the  horizon  was  slit  with  a  streak  of 
steel-blue  flame,  and  the  earth  shook  with  the 
rumble  that  foUow^ed. 

Odette  was  not  afraid  of  thunder.  She  had 
often  stood  in  the  middle  of  a  field,  watcliing 
the  heavens  open  and  shut  like  the  door  of 
a  furnace,  and  letting  herself  be   drenched   by 
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cataracts  of  water,  while  her  cows  huddled  under 
trees.  She  would  have  cheerfully  braved  the 
storm  now  in  her  white  dress,  but  Pierre  Quiroule 
had  not  the  same  contempt  for  the  elements 
as  she.  He  edged  away  homewards  as  the  storm 
approached,  and  reminded  his  companion  that 
he  had  not  brouo-ht  an  umbrella.  He  ceased 
smoking,  too,  and  betrayed  his  nervousness  by 
random  questions,  to  the  answers  of  which  he  paid 
no  attention.  "  Misericorde  !  what  a  blaze  !  " 
he  cried,  putting  up  his  hand  before  his  eyes 
as  a  blinding  flash  struck  him  and  Odette 
motionless  for  a  moment.  Odette  laughed  ;  not 
so  the  poltroon  bagman,  who  quickened  his  step, 
bub,  to  give  himself  a  countenance,  inquired  how^ 
the  inmates  of  the  castle  were  all  o-ettino-  on. 

o  o 

"  How  is  Mademoiselle  Pauline  bearing  the 
Due  d' Alma's  absence  ? " 

"  That  foolish  brother  of  mine,  Clovis,  is  still 
pining  after  mademoiselle,  and  mademoiselle 
after  the  Duke,"  answered  Odette.  "  But  it 
looks  as  if  mademoiselle  were  going  to  have  two 
more  lovers,  for  Count  Rene  de  Polhuan  and  the 
Baron  de  Penhoel  were  very  sweet  ^dth  her 
to-day." 

Here  Odette  pouted.     She  did  not  find  that 
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Pierre  was  Tery  sweet  to  her.  A  big  drop  of 
rain  that  fell  on  his  face  put  liim  to  flight 
altogether.  He  just  turned  to  kiss  the  girl, 
muttering  something  about  his  coat  getting 
spoilt,  and  then  ran  ofi",  telling  her  to  get  home 
as  quickly  as  she  could  by  her  ovm.  way.  For 
sheer  contrariety  Odette  would  have  stood  and 
w^aited  for  drenching,  had  the  storm  humoured 
her  by  coming  fast. 

But  it  was  not  so  near  as  all  that.  It  broke 
in  fury  just  as  Odette  was  half-way  up  the  slope 
on  her  way  to  the  plateau.  Angry  at  her  lover's 
cavalier  leave-taking,  vaguely  suspicious,  uneasy 
too  with  an  idea  that  her  brother  Clovis  would 
do  something  dreadful  if  he  caught  her  with 
Pierre  Quiroule,  the  girl  strode  through  brush- 
wood and  brambles  without  much  looking  where 
she  went.  It  was  pitch  dark,  except  when  the 
lio-htnino'  threw  flashes  among  the  trees ;  and 
overhead  rain  was  now  descending  in  a  pattering 
downpour  upon  the  leaves.  A  few  steps  in 
spongy  soil  warned  Odette  that  she  must  have 
got  near  to  the  place  where  the  spring  had  been 
found. 

She  was  about  to  pick  her  Avay  along  a  drier 
path,  when  she  heard  footsteps  in  front  of  her. 
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This  gave  her  a  fright,  for  she  fancied  her  brother 
must  have  been  sent  out  in  quest  of  her.  She 
halted  and  stood  behind  a  tree,  catching  her 
breath  and  listening.  A  voice  resounded  amid 
the  din  of  the  storm,  singing  the  most  unexpected 
song  that  could  have  been  heard  in  such  a  place, 
and  such  weather,  an  Ave  to  a  Gregorian  chant. 
It  was  the  Abbe  Jerome  Juva's  voice.  Odette 
remembered  that  a  woodman  in  the  village  was 
dying,  and  probably  the  Abbe  had  been  spending 
the  evening  at  his  bedside. 

Unmindful  of  the  storm,  the  young  priest 
continued  to  sing  as  he  neared  the  spot  which 
had  been  hallowed  to  him  by  a  miraculous 
apparition.  But  he  could  not  keep  a  straight 
course  in  the  dark  and  over  slipj)ery  ground,  so 
a  deviation  l^rougiit  him  directly  towards  Odette. 
The  girl  heard  him  come.  She  was  seized  with 
an  inspii'ation,  and,  throwing  off  her  cloak, 
stepped  boldly  forward.  The  next  flash  of 
lightning  glinting  full  upon  her,  showed  to  the 
dazed  young  priest  a  resplendent  figure  in  white, 
standing  only  a  few  yards  from  him. 

His  song  stopped  ;  he  fell  on  his  knees  with 
a  loud  cry,  which,  beginning  in  terror,  ended  in 
exultation  ;  and  Odette,  satisfied  with  this  new 
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exliibition  of  her  powers  at  miracle -mongering, 

ran  off  helter-skelter,  laiiohino:  to  herself. 

"  He'll    swear   now   that  he   saw  the  White 

Lady." 

*  *  *  * 

Naturally  poor  Jerome  Juva  did  swear  that 
he  had  seen  the  White  Lady,  and  this  quickened 
the  wild  rumours  of  all  kinds  that  were  now  fly- 
ing about  town  and  country.  In  Auray,  where 
people  are  less  credulous  than  in  villages,  some 
began  to  say  that  the  Marquise  had  perhaps  a 
cracked  chaplain  ;  l^ut  in  hundreds  of  hamlets 
priests,  galvanized  into  fanaticism  by  the  Bishop's 
consecration  of  the  Chateaufort  miracle,  sang  Te 
Deums,  and  called  upon  their  parishioners  to 
make  pilgrimages. 

The  throng  of  pilgrims  increased  hour  by 
hour.  They  came  at  all  times.  The  castle 
grounds,  courtyard,  and  chapel  swarmed  with 
them.  There  were  solitary  pilgrims — mothers 
w^ho  had  sons  in  the  army,  girls  who  were  parted 
from  their  sweethearts,  cripples  who  came  upon 
crutches  ;  and  bands  of  pilgrims  marching  from 
various  parishes,  carrying  banners,  and  headed 
by  their  cures,  Eich  invahds  were  brought 
from  afar  in  landaus.     The  paralyzed  old  man. 
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the  consumptive  girl,  the  fine  lady  with  flutter- 
ino'  nerves  and  sick  headaches — all  wanted  to 
taste  of  the  healing  spring.  A  copper  basin 
had  been  placed  in  the  chapel  to  receive  the 
offerings  of  the  faithful,  and  Jerome  had  to  empty 
its  contents  several  times  a  day  into  a  large 
chest.  He  beo;an  to  marvel  what  should  be  done 
with  all  this  money.  The  ]\Iarc|uise  said  that  a 
shrine  must  be  built  on  the  spot  where  the 
spring  had  been  found,  but  this  she  meant  to  do 
at  her  own  expense. 

Another  thing  which  she  did  was  to  recjuest 
the  Bishop  to  send  a  couple  of  priests  to  stay  at 
the  castle,  and  to  assist  Jerome  in  his  chaplaincy. 
His  Greatness  kindly  sent  four,  who  w^ere  lodged 
in  the  best  rooms  of  the  chateau,  lived  on  the 
choicest  that  Pauline  could  provide  for  them,  and 
held  services  at  the  chapel  at  all  hours  of  the 
day  and  evening.  Meanwhile  the  village  of 
Chateaufort  became  like  a  fair.  Booths  were 
set  up ;  vendors  of  religious  images,  medals, 
rosaries,  scapularies  appeared ;  tents  were 
erected  in  fields  for  poor  j)ilgrims  who  mshed  to 
sojourn  three  days  near  the  holy  spot,  or  to 
perform  a  whole  neuvaine  or  nine  days  of 
prayer.      The  landlord  of  the  Three  Gulls — or 
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rather  tlie  manager,  for,  as  we  know,  Pierre 
Quiroule  had  bought  the  place — sold  out  all  his 
stock  of  wine  and  cider,  and  had  to  renew  it  ; 
while  Pierre  Quiroule,  for  his  ovra  part,  still  keep- 
ing up  the  pretence  of  being  a  hawker,  drove  a 
brisk  trade  in  bottles  of  muddv  water. 


(     173     ) 


CHAPTER  X. 


"  CHASSEUKS    DE    DOT." 


Odette  might  well  laugh  at  all  this,  Ijut  her 
inclination  to  merriment  ceased  when  she  found 
how  Nemesis  was  pursuing  her.  For  that  project 
of  putting  her  into  a  convent,  which  she  had 
divulged  to  Pierre  Quiroule  as  existing  in  the 
^larquise's  mind,  was  no  fancy  of  hers. 

On  the  day  after  the  Bishop's  visit  she  flitted 
about  mysteriously,  like  a  cat  in  corners,  tryiug 
to  avoid  observation.  She  knew  there  had  been 
some  talk  about  her  between  his  Greatness,  the 
Marquise,  and  Pauline,  and  she  heard  that  she 
was  to  do  no  more  menial  work.  Another  girl 
had  been  appointed  to  look  after  the  cows. 
Odette  put  on  her  Sunday  clothes  and  did 
no  work,  but  whenever  she  met  her  father, 
mother,  or  brother,  she  passed  them  quickly, 
saying   she  was  carrying  a  message.     Towards 
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evening,  curiosity  to  see  how  her  kine  fared 
under  new  management  attracted  her  to  the  field 
where  the  beasts  were  grazing.  Leaning  over 
the  gate,  she  whistled  upon  her  fingers,  and  began 
to  chafi"  the  damsel  who  had  taken  her  place. 

"  Houp-la,  Yvonne  !  they'll  all  be  gone  if  you 
don't  run." 

At  the  sound  of  her  voice  the  cows  raised 
their  heads  and  quietly  moved  towards  her. 
Some  of  the  heifers  gambolled  and  ran.  From 
the  further  side  of  the  field  laggard  cows  lowed 
and  broke  into  a  shambling  trot.  The  recogni- 
tion of  Odette  was  general,  and  Yvonne,  who  had 
])een  sitting  under  a  hedge,  flecking  at  flies  with 
a  lono'  svntch  havino-  a  tuft  of  leaves  at  the  end, 
jumped  up  and  tried  a  counterwhistle  without 
avail. 

Quite  unawares,  the  two  girls,  as  they  jested, 
were  surprised  by  Jerome  and  Pauline  taking  an 
evening  walk.  It  was  the  flrst  stroll  which  the 
brother  and  sister  had  been  able  to  enjoy  together 
for  days.  The  young  priest  looked  emaciated 
and  happy — tired  by  his  work,  but  refreshed  by 
this  saunter  under  a  calm  sunset.  Pauline  was 
talking  very  earnestly  to  him  when  she  came 
upon  Odette. 
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"  Why,  my  girl,  IVe  been  wanting  to  see  you 
all  day  long.  My  brother  and  I  were  just  speak- 
ing about  you."  Pauline,  as  usual,  wore  a  grey 
frock  with  a  large  straw  hat,  and  carried  her 
bunch  of  keys. 

"  Madame  has  generously  resolved  to  have 
you  educated  in  the  convent  of  Auray,"  remarked 
Jerome,  shading  his  eyes  from  the  slanting  rays 
by  holding  out  his  shabby  shovel-hat  at  arm's 
length. 

Odette  was  too  sly  to  say  that  she  had  no 
huno'er  for  knowledo-e.  "  I  should  rather  like  to 
o'o  into  a  convent,"  she  said.  '^  When  am  I  to 
start,  mademoiselle  ? " 

"  As  soon  as  we  have  got  you  a  trousseau. 
But  are  you  quite  williDg  to  go  ?  " 

"  Oh  yes,  I  am  glad." 

"  And  you  consent  to  remain  three  years  ? " 

"  Perhaps  longer,  mademoiselle,  for  I  may 
take  the  veil." 

Jerome  and  Pauline  exchanged  glances  of 
astonishment  and  pleasure.  They  had  not  counted 
upon  winning  over  the  girl  so  easily  to  their 
plans.  As  Odette  had  been  the  first  to  see  the 
apparition,  it  had  been  settled  that  she  ought  to 
go  to  a  convent  for  a  few  years  and  receive  a 
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first-rate  education,  but  Pauline  liacl  quite  made 
up  her  mind  that  parental  authority  would  have 
to  be  exerted  before  the  girl  would  accept  the 
proposals  made  by  others  for  her  benefit. 

It  now  seemed  both  to  Jerome  and  his  sister 
that  a  change  had  come  over  Odette.  At  most 
times  she  was  to  be  seen  with  a  patched  kirtle, 
without  cap  or  stockings,  her  hair  down  her  back, 
and  her  feet  in  sabots.  But  now  she  was  wearing 
a  good  dress  of  brown  homespun,  with  a  blue 
woollen  shawl  crossed  over  her  chest  and  tied 
round  her  waist  at  the  back.  She  had  the  Breton 
poke  cap  of  white  linen,  and  grey  worsted  stock- 
ings, and  leather  shoes  with  buckles.  Round  her 
neck  was  a  broad  velvet  band,  from  which  hung 
a  small  gold  cross.  All  this  worn  on  a  Sunday 
or  a  feast-day  would  not  have  arrested  atten- 
tion, but  on  a  week-day  it  contrasted  with  the 
tatterdemalion  appearance  of  the  other  cow-girl. 
Add  to  this  that  a  rather  soft  and  wistful  ex- 
pression had  stolen  over  Odette's  face  as  she 
looked  at  her  cows,  who  were  now  herding  all 
together  close  to  the  gate,  and  lowing  in  ex- 
pectation that  she  was  going  to  open  it. 

*'  Your  cattle  seem  very  fond  of  you,  Odette," 
observed  Jerome,  kindly. 
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"  They*d  all  go  into  the  convent  witli  me,  and 
take  the  veil  too,  if  I  called  to  them,"  answered 
Odette,  with  one  of  those  short  laughs  to  herself 
which  always  made  the  young  priest  uncom- 
fortable. ^ 

'^  You  are  2:oino'  to  the  same  convent  where 
I  was  brought  up,''  said  Pauline.  "  Several  of 
the  teaching  sisters  there  were  my  schoolfellows, 
and  you  T\dll  find  them  very  good  to  you.  You 
will  be  a  pupil  in  all  respects  like  the  others." 

"  Like  the  daughters  of  the  nobles  ?  "  asked 
Odette,  who  knew  that  the  convent  of  Auray 
was  a  most  aristocratic  establishment. 

"  Oh  yes,  and  they  vail  consider  you  as  noble 
as  any  one  of  themselves,"  said  Jerome,  fervently. 

Odette  could  not  understand  this,  but  be- 
thought her  of  the  promised  trousseau.  "  When 
will  my  clothes  be  ready,  mademoiselle  ?  and 
what  sort  of  clothes  are  they  ?  " 

"  Ah,  that  is  a  little  secret,"  replied  Pauline, 
smiling.  "  I  am,  23erhaps,  doing  wrong  in  telling 
you  that  the  Bishop  is  taking  a  great  interest  in 
your  trousseau." 

"  Is  he  going  to  measure  me  for  my  things, 
then  ? "  asked  Odette,  with  a  giggle. 

"  His  Greatness  desires  that  several  great 
VOL.  n.  33 
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ladies  shall  contribute  to  your  trousseau,  and  to 
your  dower,  should  you  by-and-by  take  the  veil," 
answered  Pauline,  gravely.  "  Our  good  madame 
was  anxious  to  bear  all  expenses  herself,  but  the 
Bishop  thought  that  several  other  ladies  ought 
to  share  in  this  pleasure;  so  the  Marquise  de 
Polhuan  ^\dll  be  coming  to  fetch  you  to-morrow, 
or  the  next  day." 

"  To-morrow  ? "  and  Odette  started. 

"  Well,  as  soon  as  possible.  You  see,  a 
trousseau  includes  a  great  many  things — three 
new  dresses  at  least.  Madame  de  Polhuan  will 
drive  you  to  a  milliner's  in  Auray,  so  that  your 
clothes  may  be  nicely  made,  like  those  of  other 
young  ladies." 

"  And  then  drive  me  to  the  convent  ? " 

"  No ;  I'm  afraid  that  you'll  have  to  wait  a 
few  days  before  that.  Your  things  will  have  to 
be  made,  tried  on,  and  sent  home." 

Odette  breathed  more  freely,  but  had  the 
presence  of  mind  to  ])0\\t,  as  if  she  were  disap- 
pointed at  the  delay ;  upon  which  the  Abbe  Juva 
remarked  mildly  to  his  sister — 

*'  See,  what  a  saintly  impatience  already ! 
How  changed  is  the  girl,  and  how  wonderful 
it  all  is!" 
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The  brother  and  sister  turned  away,  and 
Odette  pulled  a  face  behind  them.  The  next 
day,  being  reassured  that  there  was  no  chance  of 
her  being  suddenly  whipped  off  to  a  convent, 
the  nun-elect  did  not  hide,  but  gave  herself  the 
pleasure  of  strutting  about  the  castle  and  grounds 
like  a  lady. 

It  has  been  said  that  four  priests  came  to 
sojourn  at  the  chateau.  As  these  clergymen 
had  not  much  to  do,  they  seemed  to  be  a  multi- 
tude ;  for  it  was  impossible  to  enter  the  house 
without  meeting  one  in  the  passage,  another 
on  the  staircase,  a  third  in  a  room.  All  blue- 
faced  young  men,  fresh  from  the  seminary,  the 
priests  treated  Odette  \\ith  a  half-frightened 
obsequiousness,  which  she  much  relished.  They 
doffed  their  shovel  hats  to  her  almost  to  the 
ground.  Encouraged  by  their  salutations,  she 
attended  a  mass,  and  had  the  impudence  at  a 
time  w^hen  the  chapel  was  full  of  pilgrims  to 
make  her  way  to  the  front  row  of  seats  nearest 
the  altar,  and  to  occupy  the  Marquise  de  Chateau- 
fort's  velvet  fald-stool,  which  was  always  left 
vacant  when  the  Marcjuise  did  not  attend  service. 
But  this  usurpation,  which  Jerome  witnessed  from 
the  altar,  and  Pauline  from  her  o^tl  modest  seat 
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in  a  corner,  was  admired  l)y  them  both  as  an 
inspiration.  If  the  cow-girl  had  ascended  the 
pulpit  to  preach  a  sermon,  they  would  have 
regarded  this  as  a  new  and  blessed  marvel.  They 
were  ready  for  any  kind  of  self-assertion  in  which 
it  might  please  Odette  to  indulge. 

The    drinkino'   of  chocolat   d   la  vanille  for 

o 

breakfast  was  one  of  these  forms  of  self-assertion. 
The  servants  generally  had  soup  of  bread  and 
onions  for  their  early  meal,  l)ut  chocolate  was 
prepared  for  the  four  clerical  visitors,  \dt\\  nice- 
rolls  sent  in  from  the  town,  and  Odette  put  in 
a  claim  to  breakfast  like  the  priests.  Pauline 
ordered  that  she  should  have  whatever  she 
pleased ;  so  before  the  astonished  eyes  of  her 
fellow-domestics,  including  her  own  father  and 
mother,  V Enfant  clu  Miracle,  as  Pauline  called 
her,  grandly  poured  herself  out  a  bowl  of  choco- 
late, and  good-naturedly  offered  sippets  dipped  in 
this  delicious  compound  to  some  of  the  other 
servant-girls. 

In  the  interval  between  first  and  second 
breakfast,  on  the  day  when  she  was  to  go  to 
Auray,  Odette  hung  about  expecting  to  see 
the  Marquise  de  Polhuan's  big,  old-fashioned 
carria£:e  arrive  to  take  her   off.     But  the  Mar- 
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quise  could  not  come  that  morning,  and  sent 
lier  son,  Count  Eene  de  Polhuan,  to  make 
her  apologies  to  Mademoiselle  de  Penmarck. 
This  Count  Kene  was  the  same  who  had  once 
told  Pauline  Juva  that  "  her  lips  were  like 
cherries,"  and  had  been  rebuked  by  his  mother 
for  this  compromising  gallantry.  His  mother, 
however,  had  now  altered  her  mind ;  for  the 
Bishop  had  whispered  to  one  or  two  dowagers 
of  liis  acquaintance  that  Madame  de  Chateau- 
fort  mshed  her  companion  Pauline  to  marry 
the  Due  d'Alma,  and  this  little  piece  of  news, 
swiftly  reaching  the  Marquise  de  Polhuan's 
ears,  set  her  thinking  that  Pauline  was  cer- 
tain to  inherit  some  money  when  Madame 
de  Chateaufort  died.  Madame  de  Chateaufort 
was  not  the  sort  of  woman  to  leave  Pauline 
unprovided  for,  after  having  sought  to  have  her 
as  a  granddaughter-in-law,  and  she  would  feel 
the  more  bound  to  provide  for  her  if  the  Duke 
declined  the  marriage  that  was  being  arranged 
for  him,  and  took  an  English  wife,  as  it  was  being 
said  that  he  would.  Under  all  these  circum- 
stances, the  high-born  Pauline  became  a  good 
match,  worthy  the  attention  of  Count  Eene. 
This  accounted  for  Madame  de  Polhuan's  interest 
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in  Odette,  and  for  lier  sending  lier  son  mth  so 
civil  a  message  to  Pauline. 

Count  Kene,  liaving  his  heart  free,  of  course, 
entered  dutifully  into  his  mother's  plans.     He 
was  a   chubby-faced   young   man,  a  little    over 
thirty,  with  rough  hands  and  brown  gaiters  that 
smelt  of  the   stable.     He  talked  of  and  to  his 
j)arents  as  "pajDa"  and  ''mamma,"  and  knew  to 
the  fraction  of  a  franc  what  he  should  inherit  from 
them   when   they   died.      He    spoke   about   his 
expectation  as  though  his  one  preoccupation  was 
to  see  his  parents  depart  this  life  and  leave  him 
the  master  of  their  vingt  mille  francs  de  rente ; 
but  he  was  not  really  desirous  of  seeing  them  die, 
and  he  only  talked  in  that  way  because  he  had 
nothing  else  to  think  about,  except  his  inheritance. 
He  worked  harder  on  his  estate  than  any  labourer, 
and  he  had  long  been  anxious  to  marry  if  he  could 
find  a  suitable  'parti,  with  a  hundred  thousand 
francs.     The  family  notary  had  been  instructed 
to  let  him  know  of  such  a  j9«rf/  if  he  heard  of 
one ;  but  it  was  indispensable  that  there  should 
be  a  hundred  thousand  francs  in  cash  or  land, 
and  that  the  demoiselle  should  be  of  noble  blood. 
To   do   the   Count  justice,  he  would   not   have 
married  a  roturiere  vdth  a  million,  at  least  he 
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would  not  have  done  so  without  making  his  con- 
descension strongly  felt. 

Count  Eene  was  ushered  into  the  dining-room 
just  as  Pauline  was  presiding  over  the  midday 
repast  of  her  brother  and  his  four  clerical  friends. 
The  ^ve  young  priests  in  their  cassocks  all  rose 
like  one  man  to  exchange  courtesies,  and  the 
Count  said  ao^reeable  thino-s  all  round  before 
sitting  down  to  commence  his  ovm  meal. 

"  Ah,  mademoiselle,  what  fish  and  what 
wine  !  I  always  say  that  the  kitchen  and  cellars 
of  Chateaufort  have  not  their  equal  in  all 
Brittany."  But  as  the  Count  gave  a  personal 
direction  to  this  comj^liment  by  bowing  to 
Pauline,  he  suddenly  puUed  a  grimace,  and  set 
down  his  glass  of  Chablis  as  though  it  tasted 
sour.  This  was  because  another  noble  visitor, 
the  Baron  Nester  de  Penhoel,  had  just  entered 
the  room.  The  Baron  was  a  little  spindle- 
shanked  fellow  of  fifty,  with  a  velveteen  coat  ten 
years  old,  and  a  nose  "^^-itli  a  purple  point ;  but 
he  had  the  reputation  of  being  irresistible  with 
ladies.  He  composed  madrigals  and  sonnets.  In 
a  reception-room  he  was  all  over  the  place,  like 
a  ball  in  a  tennis-court.  His  assurance  was  per* 
feet ;  and  his  wit  cutting  as  a  blunt  penknife. 
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"  Ah,  De  Polhuan,  we  have  already  met  this 
morning/'  he  said,  grinning  pleasantly  to  the 
chubby  Count ;  and  he  rubbed  his  hands. 

''  You  didn't  tell  me  you  were  coming  to 
Chateaufort,"  replied  the  other,  ^dth  a  growl. 

''  No ;  that  converts  the  occasion  into  an 
agreeable  surprise." 

"  I  thought  you  five  leagues  ofi","  grumbled 
the  Count,  proceeding  vdih.  his  fish  in  two-ounce 
slices  at  a  time,  for  he  had  an  idea  that  the  Baron 
had  come  on  much  the  same  errand  as  himself. 

"  I  made  a  pretty  good  guess  that  you  would 
be  here,"  responded  the  Baron,  cheerfully. 

"  Well,  gentlemen,  the  great  point  is  that  you 
should  get  some  breakfast,"  said  Pauline,  who 
could  not  make  out  why  Count  Eene  was  so 
snappish. 

The  truth  is,  the  Count  and  the  Baron  had 
come  into  Auray  that  morning,  the  first  to  buy 
a  cart-horse,  and  the  second  to  seU  one,  in  con- 
sequence of  which  they  had  met  and  tried  to  do 
business.  For  two  hours  the  Baron's  long-legged, 
raw-bone  horse  had  been  trotted  about  for  Count 
Eene's  inspection.  For  two  hours  he  had  been 
punched  in  the  ribs,  forced  to  open  his  mouth, 
and  made  to  cock  up  his  tail ;  but  the  Count 
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could  not  agree  about  bupng  him.  He  wanted 
twenty-five  francs  taken  off  the  price.  The 
Baron  would  not  hear  of  this,  and  the  two  had 
^\Tangled  not  less  sturdily  and  with  hardly  more 
politeness  than  a  pair  of  pig-drovers.  Each 
nobleman  was  accompanied  by  a  couple  of  ser- 
vants, who  played  chorus  to  their  respective 
masters,  gesticulating,  shrugging  their  shoulders, 
and  spitting  all  about  the  road,  while  they  yelled 
contrary  opinions  as  to  the  merits  of  the  horse. 
At  last  the  Count  and  the  Baron  come  to  an 
understanding  by  splitting  the  difference ;  after 
which  they  resumed  the  well-bred  tone  of  no- 
bility, and  adjourned  together  to  take  a  glass  of 
liqueur  at  the  nearest  cafe.  But  as  they  sipped 
their  vermouth,  neither  noble  informed  the  other 
that  he  hoped  to  lunch  with  Mademoiselle  de 
Penmarck. 

During  the  meal,  that  was  long  and  heav}", 
like  all  Breton  breakfasts.  Bene  de  Polhuan 
thought  he  stole  a  march  on  his  rival  by  telling 
a  long  story  about  the  shooting  of  a  gander  in 
mistake  for  a  snipe,  which  made  Pauline  smile. 
The  Baron,  less  talkative,  evinced  a  religious 
interest  in  the  miracle  and  pilgrimages.  But 
Pauline  soon  had  enousfh  of  them  both.     After 
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dessert  had  been  ]3iit  on  the  table,  the  priests 
retired  to  their  business,  but  the  two  noblemen 
stayed.  Pauline  had  to  remain  with  them  while 
they  took  coffee.  She  tried,  indeed,  to  escape 
by  asking  them  whether  they  smoked ;  but  both 
prayed  with  one  voice  that  she  would  not  deprive 
them  of  her  company. 

"  I  don't  smoke  much,  mademoiselle,"  de- 
clared Count  Eene,  putting  two  large  lumps  of 
sugar  into  his  small  cup  of  coffee,  and  then  filling 
himself  a  liqueur-glass  of  brandy. 

"He  is  a  very  good  young  man,"  said  the 
little  Baron,  facetiously.  "  He  only  smokes  his 
pipe  in  the  stables  among  the  straw,  or  when 
he's  in  bed  and  reading  the  newspaper." 

"  In  bed  ?  That  must  be  very  dangerous," 
observed  Pauline,  innocently. 

"  I  never  smoke  pipes,"  exclaimed  Count 
Kene,  flushing  up  ;  but  it  must  be  feared  that 
in  so  saying  he  fibbed. 

"  I  enjoy  a  cigar  when  I  can  get  such  good 
ones  as  our  friend  the  Due  d'Alma  gives  me," 
remarked  the  little  Baron,  who  noted  the  faint 
blush  that  came  over  Pauline's  face  at  the  words. 

"My  cousin  always  leaves  some  cigars  in 
the  house  ;  -NAill  you  allow  me  to  fetch  you  one  ?  " 
she  said. 
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"  Yes,  with  pleasure,  mademoiselle,  if  you  do 
not  object  to  the  perfume." 

^'No;  I  like  it." 

"  D'Alma  doesn't  smoke,  so  mademoiselle  can 
never  have  smelt  his  cigars,"  interrupted  Count 
Eend,  savagely,  before  hearing  Pauline's  answer. 

"  No ;  D'Alma  doesn't  smoke,"  said  the 
Baron,  "  and  that  makes  it  all  the  more  praise- 
worthy that  he  should  be  so  considerate  of  the 
wants  of  those  who  do.  Now,  I  know  some 
chateaux  in  Brittany  whose  owners  keep  four- 
centimes  Hamburg  cigars  for  their  guests,  and 
call  them  Havannahs,  because  they  have  bought 
them  at  a  reduction  from  English  smugglers." 

"  If  you  are  alluding  to  me "  sputtered 

Count  Eene,  after  gulping  down  half  his  coffee 
very  fiercely. 

"  My  dear  friend,  how  could  I  mean  you  ?  I 
don't  believe  you  ever  gave  anybody  a  cigar  in 
yom-  life,"  retorted  the  Baron,  blandly. 

Pauline  had  risen  to  o;o  and  fetch  the  cio-ars, 
and  the  two  gallants  Imstled  up  to  open  the  door 
for  her.  This  was  the  first  time  in  her  life  that 
she  had  been  alone  with  two  o-entlemen,  not 
priests,  and  the  situation  was  strange  to  her. 
She  perceived  that  the   Count    and   the  Baron 
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were  very  quarrelsome,  and  supposed  that  wine 
must  be  the  cause.     But  as  she  was  returnino- 
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with  a  box  of  cigars  from  the  apartment  which 
was  reserved  as  Eoland's  sitting-room,  a  glim- 
mering of  the  truth  flashed  upon  her ;  that  is, 
she  saw  that  the  two  gentlemen  had  been  very 
assiduous  in  their  endeavours  to  be  agreeable  to 
herself.  What  their  object  was  she  could  not 
guess,  for  it  never  entered  her  head  that  a 
Polhuan  or  a  Penhoel  would  pay  court  to  a  por- 
tionless girl ;  nevertheless,  she  suspected  that 
they  had  an  object. 

She  was  informed  of  their  designs  before  the 
day  was  over  by  her  brother.  While  the  little 
Baron  was  inhaling  the  smoke  of  his  cigar,  the 
chubby  Count,  mortified  at  having  been  beaten 
in  an  encounter  of  wits,  and  determined  to  out- 
manoeuvre his  rival,  slunk  out  of  the  room,  found 
Jerome,  and  asked  him  formally  for  permission 
to  pay  his  court  to  Mademoiselle  Penmarck. 
Having  so  done,  he  rode  off  home  in  triumph  to 
tell  his  mamma  that  the  Abbe  was  T\illing,  though 
Jerome  had  simply  said  that  if  the  Count  had 
an  offer  of  marriage  to  make  he  had  better  ad- 
dress it  to  Pauline  in  person.  A  little  later  the 
Baron  de  Penhoel  received  the  same  answer,  and 
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trotted  it  off  just  as  the  other  had  done,  pro- 
mising to  come  again  next  day  and  every  day 
until  his  suit  found  favour. 

All  this  was  reported  to  Pauline,  and  Jerome, 
in  his  surprise,  unconsciously  mimicked  the  ges- 
tures and  voices  of  the  two  squireens  as  he 
related  word  for  word  what  they  had  said  to 
him.  If  there  had  not  been  so  many  startling 
events  of  late  at  the  chateau,  this  double  pro- 
posal would  have  been  a  great  incident  in  the 
life  of  the  brother  and  sister.  As  it  was,  no 
Breton  girl  could  be  indifferent  to  offers  of  court- 
ship emanating  from  such  noble  personages  as 
Baron  Nestor  de  Penhoel  and  Count  Eene  de 
Polhuan. 

"  They  are  gentlemen  of  blood  almost  as 
ancient  as  ours,"  observed  Jerome,  who  now  and 
again  remembered  with  a  meek  joy  that  he  was 
a  count  in  his  own  right. 

"  They  must  not  be  put  to  the  trouble  of 
comino;  ao;ain,"  said  Pauline.  "  You  must  thank 
them,  and  tell  them  I  am  not  free." 

"  Strange  that  they  should  both  have  fallen 
in  love  with  you  at  the  same  time  ! " 

"  Love  !  I  don't  think  they  said  they  were 
in  love  1  " 
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"  The  meaning  of  love  puzzles  me,  though 
I  preach  about  the  thing,"  said  Jerome,  art- 
lessly. "  Am  I  to  speak  to  those  gentlemen 
about  our  cousin  Eoland '? " 

"  No,"  answered  Pauline,  colouring  ;  but  she 
was  glad  to  have  a  clear  understanding  with 
her  brother  on  a  matter  that  lay  so  near  her 
heart.  He  was  gazing  at  her  with  his  priestly 
simplicity,  and  seemed  to  be  awaiting  her  con- 
fidence. She  gave  it  in  a  sentence.  "  My  name 
and  Eoland's  must  not  be  coupled — yet,  Jerome." 

"  Ah  !  but  those  two  gentlemen  both  know 
that  you  have  been  almost  affianced  to  our 
cousin." 

"  They  do  ?  and  yet  they  came  mth  the 
proposals  which  you  have  just  mentioned  ? " 

"  It's  odd,  certainly,"  admitted  Jerome, 
cracking  his  finger-joints.  "  I  believe  they  said, 
though,  they  didn't  think  of  marrying  you  until 
our  good  madame  was  dead."  Here  he  looked 
as  if  all  his  thoughts  were  in  a  state  of  flotsam. 
"  They  appeared  to  fancy  that  you  did  not  care 
much  for  our  cousin,  nor  he  for  you ;  but  I  did 
not  argue  with  them,  not  knowing  what  I  ought 
to  say.  As  to  madame's  death,  however,  I  did 
remark  that  she  might  live  for  years  if  she  were 
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clipped  in  the  holy  spring,  and  I  am  happy  to 
add  that  they  both  warmly  advised  me  to  make 
this  experiment." 

"  Madame  asks  me  every  hour  if  the  waters 
are  becoming  limpid,"  murmured  Pauline. 

"  She  talked  of  nothing  else  to  me  when  I 
went  to  say  my  mass  in  her  oratory  this  morn- 
ing. Think,  Pauline,  what  we  should  feel  if  she 
were  to  die  without  our  having  gratified  her 
prayer  !  Her  wishes  ought  to  be  sacred  to  us — 
even  her  wishes  about  you  and  Poland,  if  it 
depends  upon  you  at  all  to  fulfil  them." 

''  It  doesn't  wdiolly,  as  you  know,  Jerome, 
but"  —  and  Pauline  turned  a  glance  at  once 
gentle  and  calm  on  her  brother,  as  she  added, 
"  I  may  speak  to  you  as  to  no  one  else,  and  I 
believe  that  I  shall  be  Poland's  wife.  Odette 
has  prophesied  to  me  that  I  shall  be.  She  has 
had  dreams." 

"  Which  may  have  been  revelations,"  mur- 
mured Jerome,  over  whose  face  the  name  of 
Odette  brought  a  shade  that  had  something  of 
awe  in  it.  "I  wonder  what  has  become 
of  Poland  ?  we  have  had  no  news  of  him  for 
several  days." 

'*  He    will    come    back    before    lono; ,"   said 
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Pauline ;  '•'  not  for  me,  who  am  nothing,  but 
because  all  this  is  ordained.     Are  we  not  livinor 
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amid  mysteries  ?  See  how  his  marriage  vdth 
that  heretic  was  thwarted  !  Madame,  weak  and 
doting  as  she  is,  found  strength  to  resist  him, 
and  what  a  glorious  miracle  has  been  sent  to 
her !  Chateaufort  will  never  have  an  heretical 
mistress.  The  saints  have  set  their  decree 
against  it  by  calling  up  all  these  pilgrims  to 
make  Koland's  home  for  ever  sacred." 

This  conversation  was  in  Pauline's  sitting- 
room.  It  had  begun  in  the  twilight,  and  now, 
though  it  was  not  yet  dark,  one  of  the  Kergarec 
fidrls  came  into  the  room  vdth  a  Ho-hted  moderator 
lamp,  which  she  set  on  the  table.  The  shade 
caused  a  golden  glory  to  fall  upon  the  book 
which  Jerome  Juva  was  so  fond  of  reading,  the 
well-worn  "  Lives  of  the  Saints." 

He  drew  the  folio  towards  him,  and  mechani- 
cally turned  the  leaves.  Tears  had  started  to 
his  eyes  while  his  sister  spoke,  and  as  soon  as 
the  servant-girl  had  left  the  room  he  exclaimed, 
"  I  am  full  of  joy  and  hope,  Pauline  !  These 
days  have  been  to  me  so  haj^py  that  I  know 
nothing  on  earth  can  excel  them.  For  you, 
dear    girl,    there    may    be    more    hapj)iness    of 
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another  kind ;  but  for  me,  the  priest,  what 
would  remain,  unless  I  were  to  have  my  share 
of  Paradise  in  this  world  ?  While  you  spoke 
I  was  thinking  of  the  passage  in  which  St. 
Bruno  says  that  '  he,  to  whom  Heaven  has 
given  everything,  may  ask  for  that  one  thing 
more  —  that  supreme  honour  which  is  only 
bestowed  on  a  chosen  few,  who  are  thereby 
allowed  to  render  something  for  all  they  have 
received. ' " 

"  And  that  one  thing  ? "  asked  Pauline, 
drawing  nearer  to  her  brother. 

"  I  have  seen  it  before  me  and  yearned  for 
it  since  the  vigil  of  the  Seven  Sleepers,  when  I 
walked  into  the  chapel  at  midnight,"  answered 
Jerome.     "  I  mean  the  Mart}T's  Cro^Ti." 
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CHAPTER  XI. 

THE   SQUIREENS. 

Pauline  did  not  get  rid  of  her  two  new  lovers 
by  simply  saying  that  vshe  must  reject  their 
attentions.  Either  because  Jerome  was  not 
explicit  enough  in  letting  them  know  how  the 
case  stood,  or  because  they  were  obtuse  in  taking 
a  hint,  Count  R^ne  de  Polhuan  and  Baron 
Nestor  de  Penhoel  continued  to  press  their  suits, 
each  in  his  own  way. 

It  was  a  galloping  courtship,  literally  and 
metaphorically,  for  the  pair  of  nobles  were 
always  in  the  saddle  ;  the  Baron  had  to  ride 
three  leagues  from  the  tumble-down  house  which 
he  Kcalled  a  castle,  and  the  Count  three  and  a 
half  from  his  father's  manse,  to  reach  Chateaufort. 
Clovis  Kergarec,  who  used  to  take  their  horses 
to  the  stable,  and  who,  having  learnt  from  Odette 
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the  nature  of  their  business,  was  in  no  good 
humour  with  the  pair — would  make  sullen  re- 
marks on  the  condition  of  their  steeds.  The 
little  Baron  had  a  muddy  rough-coated  bay  cob, 
^md  the  Count  a  fiddle- headed  roan  hack. 

"  Diou !  they're  here  every  day  now,  and 
-always  at  breakfast-time,  and  they  never  throw 
•one  more  than  a  two-sou  piece  ! "  growled  Clovis, 
leading  off  the  roan  for  its  third  meal  of  the 
Chateaufort  oats  that  week,  and  it  was  only 
Wednesday.  "  You  would  think  there  wasn't 
so  much  as  a  dog  about  the  place  for  made- 
moiselle to  bear  the  company  of  two  such  skin- 
flints as  that." 

"  She'll  never  put  the  pot  on  the  fire  when 
their  Bazvalans*  call,"  answered  Odette,  who  was 
looking  on. 

*  In  some  parts  of  Brittany  marriages  are  usually 
made  by  the  intervention  of  a  personage  styled  Bazvalan. 
He  is  generally  a  village  tailor  or  cobbler,  sometimes  a 
beggar.  His  name  is  derived  from  laz,  a  little  stick,  and 
balan,  broom,  which,  plant  he  carries  with  him  in  his  match- 
making enterprises  as  the  ancient  symbol  of  courtship. 
The  Bazvalan  goes  to  ask  the  hand  of  a  girl  on  behalf  of 
her  suitor.  If  he  hears  the  cry  of  a  turtle-dove  while  on 
his  way  to  perform  his  errand,  he  considers  it  lucky ;  that 
of  a  crow  or  magpie,  on  the  contrary,  would  make  him 
turn  back.     If  the  pot  be  put  on  the  fire  at  the  Bazvalan's 
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'*'  What  dost  thou  know  about  it  ?  "  said  her 
brother.  "  Whv  hasn't  she  crossed  the  loo^s  on 
the  hearth  abeady  1 " 

"  Maybe  she  has,  and  they  won't  see." 

"  I  wish  she'd  call  me  in,  then  I'd  fling  'em 
crosswise  over  the  hearth,  one  on  top  of  the  other." 

But  the  cautious  suitors  did  not  declare  them- 
selves, so  that  Pauline  had  no  chance  of  "  cross- 
ing the  logs."  They  took  care  to  say  nothing 
that  would  close  the  doors  of  Chateaufort  to 
them.  Always  sporting  a  good  pretence  for  their 
visits,  they  came  in  such  way  that  they  had  to 
be  welcomed ;  and  if  Pauline  had  not  been  in- 
formed of  their  intentions,  she  would  have 
thought  they  were  under  a  vow  of  performing 
a  nenvaine,  for  they  never  failed  to  go  piously 
into  the  chapel  before  entering  the  house. 

approach,  he  knows  that  he  will  be  well  received ;  if  two 
logs  are  thrown  cross-wise  upon  the  hearth,  he  understands 
that  his  errand  will  fail.  On  the  wedding  day  the  Baz- 
valan  acts  as  a  second  groomsman.  He  goes  to  the  bride's 
house  and  sings  to  her  to  come  out ;  a  hired  poet  the 
hreniaer,  who  is  supposed  to  have  the  bride  under  his  pro- 
tection, answers  from  within,  singing.  When  the  wedding 
is  over,  the  Bazvalan  chants  a  De  Profundis,  for  the  repose 
of  the  souls  of  all  who  have  died  in  the  house,  and  he 
preaches  a  little  sermon  to  the  bride,  reminding  her  of  the 
kindness  of  her  parents  to  her  during  her  childhood. 
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Indeed,  they  brought  presents.  The  Baron 
one  morning  came  cantering  across  the  plains 
with  a  four-foot  wax  taper  in  his  hand,  the  offer- 
ing of  his  elderly  sister,  who  kept  house  for  him, 
and  who  hoped  by  this  little  bribe  to  the  saints 
to  advance  his  love-affairs.  Not  to  be  outdone, 
Count  Kene  the  same  afternoon  galloped  from 
the  Castle  of  Polhuan  with  two  pounds  of  smaller 
wax  candles — the  gifts  of  his  parents,  younger 
sisters,  and  a  small  brother — in  the  tails  of  his 
coat.  The  dips  were  all  bent  when  he  took  them 
out  of  their  paper  wrapping  ;  but  they  were  duly 
set  on  the  taper  stand,  and  made  a  fine  show 
against  the  Baron's  solitary  cierge.  It  should 
be  mentioned  that  the  chapel  had  now  a  per- 
manent illumination  of  votive  candles. 

The  Baron  paid  his  court  in  compliments, 
the  Count  in  sulks  ;  but  the  latter  had  a  mother 
to  help  him,  and  at  one  of  his  visits  he  said  that 
by  Madame  de  Polhuan's  desire  he  had  come  to 
fetch  Odette  Kergarec  into  Auray.  This  was 
announced  to  Odette  by  Clovis  as  he  was  walking 
the  fiddle-headed  roan  for  one  more  meal  of  oats 
towards  the  stables. 

"  Mademoiselle  says  thou  art  to  get  ready,'' 
he  shouted  through  the  window  of  the  kitchen. 
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"That  gentleman  witli  the  tomato  face  wants 
thee." 

"  I  am  not  going  to  ride  into  Auray  a-pillion 
with  him,"  protested  Odette,  advancing  to  the 
casement. 

"  His  mother's  carriage  is  on  its  way,  he  says. 
It'll  stop  at  the  foot  of  the  hill,  I'll  be  bound ; 
for  it  would  require  a  team  of  oxen  to  drag  it  up." 

"  I  am  tired  of  Madame  de  Polliuan's  com- 
ings," said  Odette,  sulkily.  "  This  is  the  third 
day  I've  been  told  to  get  ready  for  her ;  I'll  wait 
till  she  is  here." 

,  **  Thou'lt  do  as  mademoiselle  orders  thee," 
replied  Clovis,  who  had  not  dropped  his  big- 
brother  ways  towards  liis  sister,  because  she  now 
gave  herself  more  airs  than  before.  And  he 
smacked  the  hind  quarters  of  the  roan,  who,  in 
surprise  at  such  treatment,  jerked  his  tail  up 
like  a  point  of  interrogation. 

But  Odette  was  in  one  of  her  dark  moods 
that  morning.  For  two  days  she  had  missed  the 
signal  by  which  Pierre  Quiroule  was  wont  to 
notify  that  he  would  meet  her.  There  was  a  tree 
hollow  on  the  slopes,  in  which  he  used  to  -put  a 
slip  of  paper  ajDpointing  an  hour  for  seeing 
Odette..    The  place  of  meeting  was  always  the 
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same — a  sort  of  bower  near  one  of  the  wood- 
men's cottages,  formed  by  stacks  of  logs  set  so  as 
to  make  three  sides  of  a  square.  The  fourth  side 
Avas  a  mound,  and  the  enclosure  made  a  perfect 
retreat.  Here  Odette  had  met  Pierre  several 
times,  and  she  expected  to  meet  him  every  day. 
But  now  two  days  had  elapsed  without  bringing 
her  any  news  of  him,  and  jealous  alarm  wa& 
kindling  in  her.  She  had  been  on  the  point  of 
braving  Pierre's  displeasure  by  running  down  to 
the  village  to  inquire  after  him,  when  she  received 
this  summons  to  go  to  Auray  with  Madame  de 
Polhuan. 

Odette  in  her  dark  moods  suffered  no  com- 
mon melancholy.  Her  eyes  sank  into  deep 
hollows,  her  face  was  like  parchment,  her  dry 
hands  hung  idly,  and  all  spirit  of  repartee  was* 
extinguished  in  her.  She  could  only  sit  and. 
mope  ;  but  if  teased  while  she  was  in  this  humour, 
she  would  pass  in  an  instant  from  apathy  to  the 
most  diabolical  rage,  and  would  catch  up  the  first 
thing  at  hand  to  fling  at  her  tormentors.  Her 
fellow-servants  knew  this — they  had  remembrance 
of  well-aimed  milking  stools,  bowls  of  scalding 
soup  and  jagged  iron  choppers  which  had  flown 
out  of  her  grasp,  grazing  hats  or  caps  if  not  heads 
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— and  tliey  gave  lier  a  wide  berth  when  her  brow 
glowered.  Clovis  alone  was  not  afraid  of  her  at 
such  times. 

"  Get  thee  off  now  to  mademoiselle,"  he 
hallooed  from  the  stable  door,  seeing  his  sister 
still  hesitate  at  the  kitchen  windows 

Odette  w^ent  to  Auray  in  the  Marquise  de 
Polhuan's  landau,  but  she  proved  very  dull  com- 
pany to  the  noble  lady,  who  had  intended  to 
question  her  closely  about  the  ways  of  Chateau- 
fort,  and  in  particular  about  Pauline  Juva's  ways. 
Count  Eene  rode  behind  the  carriage  and  out  of 
earshot  on  purpose  that  his  mother  might  have 
the  girl  all  to  herself ;  but  Odette  would  only 
answer  in  monosyllables,  though  Madame  de  Pol- 
huan  was  one  of  those  matrons  who  generally 
can  turn  a  girl  inside  out  like  a  glove.  She  had 
a  bonnet  with  red  strings  and  a  small  black 
moustache.  She  was  very  tall,  very  patronizing 
in  her  manner,  and  very  decided.  She  addressed 
peasants  as  "  My  man,"  or  "  My  good  woman," 
and  said  to  girls,  "  Now  then,  speak  up,  child." 
Odette,  however,  was  not  to  be  drawn,  and  at 
length  it  occurred  to  the  irritated  Marquise  that 
the  wench  was  perhaps  out  of  sorts  because  there 
had  been  a  delay  in  getting  her  trousseau. 
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"Mademoiselle  de  Penmarck  lias  told  my  son 
that  you  are  very  im^Datient  to  enter  the  convent. 
I  am  sorry  that  I  could  not  arrange  about  your 
clothes  in  a  single  day,  as  you  probably  would 
have  desired."  This  was  said  with  offended 
irony.  "  But  I  dare  say  that  your  time  of  liberty 
will  be  short  enough  now." 

"  You  are  not  driving  me  to  the  convent  at 
this  moment  ? "  exclaimed  Odette,  starting  and 
makino'  a  clutch  at  the  carriao;e  door. 

"  No  ;  reassure  yourself.  You  will  have  time 
to  say  good-bye  to  your  friends.  I  suppose  you 
have  many  at  Chateaufort  ? " 

"Yes,  madame."  And  Odette  relapsed  on 
to  the  seat  facing  the  Marquise,  her  brow  morose 
as  before. 

"  And  you  must  have  friends  elsewhere  too." 
This  was  a  random  shot,  but  it  struck,  and 
Odette  sat  up  with  a  blush.  Madame  de 
Polhuan,  grown  suspicious,  ]3roceeded  with  a 
motherly  laugh,  "  I  have  never  seen  a  good- 
looking  girl  of  your  station  want  to  go  into 
a  nunnery !  It's  curious  you  shouldn't  have 
a  sweetheart." 

"Yes,  madame,"  was  Odette's  disappointing- 
retort.     The  girl  had  looked  for  a  moment  as  if 
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she  were  going  to  give  anotlier  answer,  but  the 
words  having  started  to  her  lips,  vanished  there, 
and  she  evidently  gave  an  affirmative  to  save 
herself  trouble. 

Madame  de  Polhuan  sat  back,  wrapping 
herself  up  in  dignity.  ''  I  hope  you  will  be  on 
your  best  behaviour  at  the  house  to  which  I  am 
taking  you ;  it  is  that  of  the  venerable  Countess 
de  Kerjogu  de  Kerkaradec." 

"  What  a  name  for  a  dressmaker!"  remarked 
Odette,  as  if  speaking  to  herself. 

"  Dressmaker  !  Her  husband  was  the  head 
of  one  of  the  oldest  families  in  Brittany.  The 
Countess  has  generously  consented  to  let  her 
mansion  be  used  as  a  depot  for  all  the  gifts  that 
have  been  collected  for  yom^  trousseau." 

"Second-hand  dresses  that  want  new  sleeves." 
coolly  observed  Odette,  as  though  what  little 
interest  she  had  taken  in  her  journey  had  now 
exploded. 

"  Very  good  dresses  ;  one  of  which  was  worn 
by  my  own  eldest  daughter,  miss,"  cried  the  Mar- 
quise, opening  her  eyes  so  wide  that  Odette,  after 
staring  for  a  moment,  yawned,  and  in  the  most 
vulgar  way,  TNithout  putting  her  hand  to  her 
mouth. 
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The  truth  is  that  Madame  de  Polhuan, 
tempering  charity  ^^ith  economy,  had  thought 
it  better  to  collect  Odette's  trousseau  by  offerings 
of  cast-off  apparel  than  to  collect  money  to  buy 
articles  all  new,  and  this  Odette  was  too  sharp 
not  to  guess. 

The  carriage  drove  up  to  a  stately  old. 
mansion  ^dth  a  worn  stone  shield  over  the  door, 
and  here  Count  Kene  left  his  mother  and  trotted 
off  to  the  principal  hotel  in  the  to\STi,  the 
Pavilion  cVen  Haiit.  He  had  not  been  invited 
to  join  the  party  of  dowagers  which  the  Countess 
de  Kerjogu  de  Kerkaradec  had  assembled  to  dress 
up  Odette,  and  he  was  not  sorry  for  it,  for  he 
could  go  and  indulge  in  the  unusual  dissipation 
of  a  luncheon  with  oysters  in  the  company  of 
any  noble  lando^ATier  who  happened  to  be  stay- 
ing at  the  hotel.  There  was  always  some  count 
or  baron  to  be  found  there,  as  the  place  was 
a  rendezvous  for  the  squires  who  came  into  the 
t(A\Ti  on  business. 

Count  Eene  duly  got  his  oysters  and  his 
Baron,  but  something  else  too,  which  he  had  not 
expected,  in  the  shape  of  a  bit  of  news  about  the 
Due  d'Alma.  In  summer,  Auray  is  much  fre- 
(juented  by  English  tourists,  and  one  of  these. 
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who  had  been  staying  at  the  Pavilion,  had 
left  there  a  sporting  paper,  in  which  it  was 
mentioned  that  fine  preparations  were  being 
made  at  Lewbury  for  the  approaching  marriage 
of  the  Due  d'ALna  with  General  Corrington's 
daughter.  This  paragraph  had  attracted  the 
attention  of  a  waiter  who  understood  English, 
the  waiter  had  shown  it  to  the  landlord,  and  the 
latter  had  sent  the  paragraph  to  the  Journal 
cVAicray,  which  reprinted  a  translation  of  it. 

The  paper  falling  into  Count  Kene's  hands 
gave  him  great  glee,  for  now  he  was  assured 
that  in  his  courtship  of  Pauline  he  would 
encounter  no  rival  except  the  Baron  de  Penhoel, 
whom  he  did  not  dread  much,  and  whom  he  had 
some  private  thoughts  of  chastising  in  a  duel  if 
no  other  means  could  be  found  for  getting  him 
out  of  the  way.  When,  towards  three  o'clock, 
he  went  back  to  Madame  de  Kerjogu's  house  to 
fetch  his  mother  away,  he  had  a  copy  of  the 
paper  mth  him ;  but  his  mother  had  abeady 
seen  it,  and  all  the  Countess  de  Kerjogu  de 
Kerkaradec's  guests  had  discussed  the  news. 

''  It's  o'ood  news,  at  all  events,"  said  Count 
R6ne,  as  his  mother  put  her  head  out  of  the 
carriage  window  to  speak  to  him.     "  Madame  de 
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Chateaufort  will,  no  doubt,  make  her  displeasure 
felt  by  leaving  away  as  mucli  money  as  she  can 
from  her  grandson  to  Mademoiselle  de  Penmarck." 

''This  cow-girl  here  is  insufferable,"  whispered 
Madame  de  Polhuau,  with  a  jerk  of  her  bonnet 
towards  Odette,  who  was  sitting  in  the  landau 
moody  as  ever.  "  We  have  all  been  endeavour- 
ing to  find  out  from  her  what  has  been  j)assing 
at  Chateaufort  during  the  last  few  days  ;  but  it 
has  been  like  trying  to  pump  water  from  a  kerb- 
stone." 

"  She  is  not  often  silent  like  that ;  I'll  be 
bound  I  would  have  made  her  talk,"  snigoered 

(DO 

the  Count,  as  if  he  had  a  special  talent  for 
loosing  the  tongues  of  girls. 

"  Don't  be  absurd,  Kene,"  said  his  mother, 
sharply.  "It's  a  serious  matter  to  your  father 
and  me  to  learn  how  far  things  have  gone 
between  Mademoiselle  de  Penmarck  and  her 
cousin.  A  Polhuan  must  not  make  mistakes  in 
his  marriage." 

"No,"  assented  Count  Ptene,  and  this  time 
without  any  levity. 

"I  will  give  this  copy  of  the  paper  to 
Odette,"  continued  the  Countess ;  "in  that  way 
the   news   will    be    quickly   spread   among   the 
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servants,  and  reach  Madame  de  Chateaufort's 
ears.  When  I  saw  Mademoiselle  de  Penmarck 
this  morning,  she  had  evidently  heard  nothing 
of  the  matter." 

^'  Why,  the  paper  was  only  published  at 
noon." 

"  Yes ;  but  she  might  have  heard  the  news 
straight  from  England.  It  is  incomprehensible 
that  the  Duke  should  he  preparing  to  marry  an 
English  girl,  while  his  grandmother  is  telling  the 
Bishop  that  he  is  to  marry  Mademoiselle  de 
Penmarck.  This  wench  here  (another  jerk 
towards  Odette)  is  convinced  that  the  Duke  is 
going  to  marry  his  cousin,  for  she  did  say  that 
much  when  we  asked  her  if  she  had  heard  talk 
of  this  match.  '  Yes,'  she  said  ;  ^  and  I  know 
they're  going  to  be  married,  for  I've  had  visions 
about  it.' " 

"  Diahle  !  if  she's  had  visions,  I  had  perhaps 
better  give  up  the  game,"  said  Kene. 

'•'  They  may  be  visions  sent  by  the  devil,  and 
quite  untrue,"  said  Madame  de  Polhuan. 

During  this  dialogue  Odette  had  begun  to 
fidget ;  but  when  the  newspaper  had  been  put 
into  her  hand,  and  when  Count  Kene  stepped 
away  from  the  window,  directing  the  coachman 
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to  drive  to  some  other  place,  which  was  not 
Chateaufort,  she  exclaimed,  "  Oh,  madame,  let 
me  out,  please  ;  I  want  to  get  home  quickly. 
I  don't  mind  walking."  The  truth  being  that 
she  wanted  to  go  and  make  inquiries  about  Pierre 
Quiroule. 

"  As  you  please,"  said  the  Countess  de  Pol- 
huan,  who  was  not  sorry  to  save  her  horses.  "  I 
promised  mademoiselle  that  you  should  be  driven 
home,  but  I  have  got  to  pay  one  or  two  visits 
first." 

'•'  I  know  the  way  home,"  repeated  Odette, 
opening  the  door  of  the  carriage  for  herself,  and 
leaping  lightly  into  the  road.  ' '  Good-bye,  madam; " 
and  off  she  ran. 

"  Not  a  word  of  thanks  to  me  after  all  my 
trouble,"  exclaimed  Madame  de  Polhuan,  indig- 
nantly. "  What  a  hoyden  she  is  !  Yet  it's 
something  to  have  known  her ;  for  perhaj)s  in 
centuries  to  come  she'll  be  canonized,  and  there'll 
be  stained  glass  windows  put  up  to  her  in 
churches  with  all  our  names  under  it." 

"For  the  present,  she  has  furnished  me  with 
another  excuse  for  riding  over  to  Chateaufort," 
observed  R^ne,  looking  at  his  watch.  "  I  can 
ride  over   to  apologize  for  our  having   allowed 
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tliis  future  saint  to  return  home  on  foot.     This 
would  be  a  good  excuse,  wouldn't  it  ? " 

"It  would  be  polite.  Look  at  the  girl,  how 
she's  splashing  her  stockings  in  the  gutter  ! " 

"  I  shall  get  to  Chateaufort  before  her,  so 
I've  a  good  mind  to  take  another  copy  of  the 
paper.  I  might  show  it  to  mademoiselle  and 
congratulate  her  upon  her  cousin's  marriage,  as 
if  it  were  a  thing  of  which  the  whole  family 
approved.  She  would  be  obliged  to  speak  out 
then,  and  I  should  know  the  truth." 

"  You  would.  But,  Eene,  look  me  in  the 
face." 

''Yes,  mamma." 

"  You've  not  fallen  in  love,  have  you  ?  " 

''  Not  I." 

"  Word  of  honour  ? " 

"  Word  of  a  Polhuan." 

"  That  is  right,  my  son,"  said  the  good  mother, 
judiciously.  "  You  must  not  commit  your  affec- 
tions until  your  father  and  I  have  ascertained 
that  everything  is  exactly  as  it  should  be." 

"  It  may  turn  out  that  the  dower  is  much 
less  than  we  think,"  observed  the  young  Count, 
as  though  he  were  quite  alive  to  all  the  perils  of 
this  delicate  enterprise. 
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'*  That  point  will,  of  course,  have  to  be  cleared 
up.     So  now  go  and  be  prudent  ;  and,  Kene  !  " 

'*  Yes,  mamma." 

"Don't  make  yourself  too  seductive  just  yet." 
This  with  a  look  of  motherly  pride  on  the  round 
face  of  her  heir,  glowing  like  a  Dutch  cheese. 
*'  It  would  be  cruel  for  the  present  to  raise  hopes 
which  may  be  doomed  to  disappointment." 

Primed  vdih  these  maternal  counsels,  Eene 
de  Polhuan  rode  off.  Odette  had  only  a  short 
start  of  him  ;  but  when  he  got  out  of  the  to^\ai 
on  to  the  high-road,  he  descried  her  running  a 
long  way  ahead,  and  she  kept  ahead.  Though 
the  roan  trotted  fairly,  Odette,  who  was  always 
darting  through  the  gaps  of  hedges  and  taking- 
short  cuts,  would  reappear  at  points  almost  out 
of  sight,  just  as  the  Count  imagined  he  was 
gaining  upon  her. 

It  did  not  matter  to  him  that  she  should  run 
so  fast,  for  he  was  a  young  man  w^ho  could  calmly 
think  of  nothing  at  all  as  he  rode  along.  But 
perhaps  he  had  been  a  little  more  smitten  by 
Pauline  Juva's  grave  blue  eyes  than  he  had 
admitted  to  his  mother,  or  else  he  would  not 
have  been  riding  along  that  road  for  the  second 
time  that  day.  This  was  a  reflection  that  struck 
VOL.  II.  35 
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liim  as  quite  a  new  thing  while  he  was  passing 
over  the  heath  of  Carnac,  and  his  sluggish  blood 
was  quickened  by  a  sudden  strong  feeling  of 
animosity  against  Pauline's  supposed  lovers,  the 
Baron  de  Penhoel  and  the  Duke.  He  had  heard 
that  the  jackanapes  Baron  de  Penhoel  was  a  good 
swordsman  and  a  pistol  shot,  and  so  he  bethought 
him  that  he  would  not  deliver  a  cartel  yet  awhile. 
But  against  Poland  d'Alma,  whom  he  was  not 
likely  to  encounter  in  person,  he  could  vapour 
off  mentally  a  great  deal  of  scorn  and  defiance, 
and  he  did  so.  Most  of  the  Breton  squireens 
despised  Poland  for  being  a  Bonapartist,  and 
hated  him  for  being  richer  than  themselves  and 
not  residing  in  Brittany.  Count  Pdne,  as  he 
sniffed  the  breezes  of  his  native  heath,  now  con- 
temned the  Duke  in  all  sincerity  for  misallpng 
himself  mth  a  Protestant  and  disgracing  his 
ancestry.  He  was  proud  to  think  that  he 
(Kend)  was  going  to  act  more  nobly  in  his  pro- 
jected marriage  ;  for  was  he  not  leaving  self  out 
of  account,  and  considering  only  how  the  lustre 
of  the  Polhuan  escutcheon  might  be  enhanced  ? 

The  family  policy  of  the  Polhuans  might  tend 
to  small  objects,  but  it  was  based  on  certain  very 
solid  principles.      They  were  bigoted  Catholics 
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and  bigoted  Eoyalists,  who  had  found  out  that 
bigotry  draws  a  large  amount  of  reverence  from 
the  w^orld  ;  and  it  was  the  zest  of  their  lives  to 
hold  their  heads  high  and  look  down  upon  thirty- 
nine  millions  of  their  fellow-countrymen.  They 
might  have  obtained  lucrative  posts  under  Gov- 
ernment had  they  chosen  to  rally  to  Napoleon's 
Court,  for  the  Second  Empire  sought  to  conciliate 
the  old  nobility ;  l)ut  the  Polhuans  would  not 
be  conciliated.  On  Sundays,  at  mass,  they  used 
ostentatiously  to  walk  out  of  church  just  before 
the  end  of  the  service,  when  the  priest  came  to 
the  prayer  Domine  salvum  fac  imperatorem 
nostrum  Napoleonem  ;  and  their  contempt  for 
the  Beauregards,  the  Beaujeux,  and  other  rene- 
gade families  was  not  a  piece  of  affectation,  but 
a  strong,  stubborn  sentiment  equal  to  their  de- 
testation of  Eepublicans  or  heretics. 

"  Ah  w^ell,  that  pretty  Pauline  will  marry 
me,"  mused  Count  Eene  philosophically,  as  he 
came  in  sight  of  Chateaufort ;  ''  and  if  she  hasn't 
sense  to  do  so,  why,  then,  she's  no  wife  for  a 
Polhuan." 
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CHAPTER  XIL 

Odette's  confession. 

Odette  had  vanished  from  the  Count's  view- 
before  he  reached  the  estate,  for  she  had  branched 
off  and  gone  to  the  village.  Flushed  and  panting, 
but  not  breathless  from  her  long  run,  vshe  made 
straight  for  the  Three  Gulls  inn,  and  tried  to 
find  Martin  Polker,  the  landlord. 

The  Three  Gulls  was  an  old  house  built  of 
browTi  shingle  and  mortar,  with  a  thatched  roof 
and  green  window^ -shutters.  Outside  stood  a 
number  of  green  tables  with  benches,  and  these- 
were  now  crow^ded  with  pilgTims  eating  and 
drinking.  Their  food  was  blackish  bread,  gar- 
licked  sausage,  and  highly  odorous  goat's-milk 
cheese  ;  their  drink,  cider  and  red  wine.  Martin 
Polker,  a  quid-chewing  old  fisherman,  with  a  thick 
blue  jersey  and  a  cotton  cap  of  many  colours^ 
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hobbled  about,  carrying  large  copper  pitchers 
iind  baskets  full  of  stone  bottles. 

Odette  was  unknown  to  the  pilgrims,  who 
were  aU  strangers,  so  her  coming  excited  no  at- 
tention ;  but  old  Polker,  touching  his  cap  to  her, 
would  have  proclaimed  her  name  and  quality 
aloud  if  she  had  not  put  a  finger  on  her  Hp  to 
check  him. 

"  Hush  !  "  she  said.  "  Where's  Pierre 
Quiroule  ? " 

"  Gone,  my  girl." 

"  When  ?  where  to  ?  for  how  long  '?  " 

"  Ask  me  wdiere  the  blackbird  is  flown  that 
perched  on  my  window-sill  this  morning." 

"  The  kestrel  can  find  out  by  flying  after," 
cried  Odette,  with  a  stifled  scream  of  fury, 
"  Tell  me  where  he  went,  now." 

"  He  flitted  two  days  ago,  wench,  and 
towards  Paris,  I'm  thinking  ;  but  that's  aU  he 
wanted  me  or  thee  to  know,  or  he'd  have  said 
more,  for  he's  not  a  gentleman  who  forgets 
things." 

"  He  must  be  coming  back,  for  this  house  is 
his,  and  you  are  only  his  servant,"  said  Odette. 

Old  Polker's  manner  changed.  He  had  a 
villainous  squint,  which  gave  a  frightful  expression 
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to  his  face  when  he  winked  ;  for  at  such  moments, 
one  eye  being  closed  only  the  white  of  the  other 
turned  inwards  was  seen,  so  that  it  was  like  a 
sightless  face  staring  at  you.  "  You  know  that, 
my  girl  ? "  he  whispered.  "  Well,  just  let  me 
serve  those  customers  who  are  waiting  for  these 
potfuls.  Get  to  the  tree  yonder,  where  there's 
an  empty  chair,  and  I'll  be  '^^ith  thee  in  a 
moment." 

Odette  went  and  stood  under  the  tree,  and 
Martin  Polker  presently  came,  straddling  as 
grooms  and  sailors  do.  His  hands  were  buried 
in  his  deep  breeches'  pockets  as  far  as  they  would 
ofo,  his  tono^ue  was  stuck  in  his  cheek,  and, 
accosting  Odette,  he  made  a  noise  which  was 
intended  to  be  amusing,  by  clocking  the  heels 
of  his  wooden  shoes  together." 

"No  fooling,"  said  the  gii'l,  roughly.  "I'm 
going  after  Pierre  ;  tell  me  where  he  lives." 

"My  girl,  if  Monsieur  Pierre  has  let  thee 
smoke  of  his  pipe  thou  must  know  the  flavour  of 
his  tobacco,"  said  Polker,  with  another  of  his 
winks.  '^  What  he  is,  I  dare  say  thou  couldst 
tell  better  than  I.  He's  no  pedlar,  that's  sure ; 
but  he  has  a  long  purse,  which  means  a  long  arm, 
and  I  would  rather  not  offend  him.     However, 
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here's  a  paper  with  the  address  he  gave  me  ;  the 
house  where  he  doesnt  live,  I'd  stake  my  life." 

"  Thou  hast  nothing  else  but  this  ? "  asked 
Odette,  devouring  the  words  on  the  paper. 

"  Nothing.  Thou  knowest  he's  no  fool ;  at 
least,  yes,  he  must  be  a  fool  too  to  have  made  an 
enemy  of  thee,"  added  old  Polker,  with  a  wag  of 
the  head,  as  Odette,  with  a  bounding  step, 
turned  hastily  away. 

"  She  was  out  of  sight  in  a  moment.  Pierre 
Quiroule,  had  he  been  present,  might  well  have 
agreed  with  old  Polker,  and  called  himself  a  fool^ 
on  seeing  the  look  of  deadly  resolution  spreading 
over  the  face  of  the  deserted  cow-girl. 

She  ran  at  first  as  if  she  were  going  towards 
Auray.  The  nearest  railway  station  was  there. 
But  at  the  first  turn  of  the  road  she  encountered 
the  village  postman — a  young  man  with  one  arm, 
who  had  been  invalided  from  the  army — and 
him  she  stopped  to  question.  He  wore  his  cap 
a-cock,  and  was  a  jaunty  postman,  communi- 
cative enough  with  the  fair  sex. 

"  Monsieur  Desire,  you've  no  letter  for  me  ?  " 
began  Odette.  She  had  never  received  a  letter 
in  her  life,  except  those  which  Pierre  Quiroule 
put  into  the  tree-hollow. 
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"  No,  oim  helle/'  said  the  postman,  looking 
into  bis  wallet. 

'*  I  want  to  know  how  much  it  costs  to  go  to 
Paris,"  she  continued  ;  ''  and  how  must  I  do  to 
get  there  ?  " 

"There  are  four  trains  a  day  from  Auray, 
and  it  would  cost  you  about  twenty  francs,  third 
class.  I  suppose  you've  never  travelled  by 
train  ? " 

"  No.     I  want  to  go  to  see  some  friends." 

"  It's  lucky  you've  some  friends  in  Paris," 
laughed  the  postman,  "'  else  you'd  find  it  a  dear 
place  to  live  in.  The  last  time  I  was  there  I 
spent  five  hundred  francs  in  ten  days." 

Five  hundred  francs  !  Odette's  whole  stock 
of  money  did  not  amount  to  a  tenth  of  that  sum. 
The  postman's  words  made  her  turn  pale  and 
sick,  and  it  was  with  quite  a  faint  look  that  she 
retraced  her  steps  and  ascended  the  road  to  the 
plateau. 

Half-way  up  she  halted,  drew  out  a  cheap 
purse  of  red  velvet  and  gilt  brass  (one  of  Pierre's 
gifts),  and,  glancing  round  to  see  that  she  was 
unobserved,  counted  her  money.  She  had  still 
the  gold  piece  which  "monsieur"  had  given  her, 
a  few  francs,  and  some .  bronze  coin ;  not  thirty 
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francs  in  all.  With  lier  imperfect  notions  as  to 
the  uses  of  money  she  could  not  imagine  how 
any  human  being  could  spend  five  hundred 
francs  in  Paris  in  ten  days ;  but  then,  she  had 
heard  of  the  capital  as  a  prodigious  place  full  of 
thieves,  like  those  Jews  and  gipsies  who  sold 
things  at  the  fair  of  Auray,  and  were  always 
trying  to  charge  a  sou  too  much  here  and  there. 
The  size  of  Paris  she  pictured  as  about  twice  that 
of  Auray,  and  she  doubted  not  that  she  would 
soon  fall  in  with  her  faithless  lover  by  standing 
about  the  market-place  and  waiting  till  he  passed. 
But  it  might  be  that  she  would  not  meet  him 
for  a  day  or  two,  and  she  must  have  money. 

She  mused  and  shook  ofi"  her  dark  mood.  As 
the  tawdry  purse  was  dropped  back  in  her 
pocket,  the  light  of  a  sudden  purpose  kindled  in 
her  eyes  and  brought  a  devilish  smile  to  her  lips. 
Leaving  the  road  to  avoid  some  pilgrims  who 
were  coming  down,  she  darted  among  the  trees, 
and  set  off  running,  as  though  her  long  walk 
that  afternoon  had  been  nought.  The  bell  of 
the  chapel  was  ringing  for  vespers  as  she 
arrived  on  the  plateau.  It  ceased  ringing  as 
she  stepped  over  the  drawbridge  and  walked  up 
to    the    chapel.     A   glance    through    the    door 
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showed  her  that  Jerome  Juva  was  not  officiating  ; 
so  she  turned  to  the  door  of  the  small  sacristy 
adjoining  the  chapel,  and  walked  boldly  in. 

Jerome  Juva  was  alone  there.  He  had  just 
been  celebrating  a  salutation,  and  was  removing 
his  chasuble.  The  garment  was  half  over  his 
head  when  the  door  opened,  but  he  let  it  fall 
back  on  his  shoulders  as  he  confronted  Odette 
with  a  look  of  mild  interrogation. 

Standing  in  his  sacerdotal  vestments,  Jerome 
Juva  presented  a  very  different  appearance  from 
that  w^hich  he  usually  wore  when  slouching  about 
in  a  shabby  cassock  with  the  sleeves  too  short. 
The  cupboards  of  the  chapel-vestry  had  been 
provided  by  the  Marquise  with  vestments  that 
would  have  done  credit  to  the  parish  chm'ch  of  a 
large  city.  In  this  month  of  July,  when  the 
colours  of  the  priest's  garments  had  to  symbolize 
the  rich  hues  of  harvest,  Jerome  wore  a  chasuble 
of  red  and  orange  brocade  with  a  cross  of  golden 
embroidery.  The  close-fitting  surplice  under- 
neath, which  showed  at  the  open  sides,  was  of 
lawn,  with  a  two-foot  border  of  point  lace. 
Jerome's  tall  stature  and  fresh  gentle  face,  with 
its  crown  of  light  bro^ii  hair,  were  well  set 
off  by   these   habiliments.       Under   the   square 
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chasuble  the  stoop  of  his  shouklers  could  not 
be  seen,  and  his  countenance,  free  from  the 
simper  of  sh}Tiess  which  disfigured  it  a  little  in 
ordinary  intercourse,  was  rather  majestic  in  its 
l^lacidity. 

An  austere  cleanliness  reigned  in  the  sacristy. 
It  was  a  room  of  good  size,  surrounded  entirely 
by  dark  oaken  cupboards  and  j)resses.  The  floor 
was  of  j)olished  oak,  with  some  httle  rounds  of 
rush-matting  throT\TL  here  and  there,  to  be  used 
somewhat  in  guise  of  skates  by  people  who 
wanted  to  move  across  the  room  without  leaving* 
the  imprint  of  muddy  boots  on  the  glassy  boards. 
The  massive  oblong  table  and  three  high-backed 
chairs  were  of  oak,  too,  but  the  chairs  were 
covered  with  very  old  bro^n  leather.  There  was 
no  fireplace,  but  on  one  side  of  the  room  as 
much  space  as  could  have  been  filled  by  a  door 
was  left  blank,  and  on  the  distempered  surface 
hung  a  life-size  realistic  crucifix  brought  from 
Spain,  the  figure  on  it  painted  flesh-colom',  and 
all  its  wounds  smeared  with  blood.  A  peculiar, 
quite  ecclesiastical,  light  was  thrown  over  the 
sacristy  by  two  or  three  panes  of  yellow  and 
violet  glass,  which  were  let  into  the  two  high 
windows. 
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Odette's  bird-like  eyes  roved  round  the  room, 
and  the  cold  calmness  made  her  silent  for  a 
moment.  But  she  lost  no  time  in  stating  her 
business.     ''  My  father,  I  want  to  confess." 

"  In  the  chapel  after  vespers,"  said  Jerome. 

'•'  Wouldn't  it  count  here  ? "  she  asked, 
thinking  he  meant  to  say  that  a  confession  was 
only  admissible  in  a  confessional. 

''You  can  confess  anywhere,"  answered 
Jer6me  ;  "'  but  we  might  be  interrupted  here." 

"  If  we  can  be  alone  half  an  hour  together 
that  will  be  enough." 

"Is  it  so  important,  then?"  inquired  the 
young  priest,  becoming  imeasy  at  Odette's 
strange  manner.  He  never  liked  to  shrive  this 
girl,  and  much  wished  that  she  would  choose 
some  other  confessor. 

"  Oh  yes,  it's  important ! "  she  exclaimed,  and 
so  saying  dropped  on  her  knees,  clasping  her 
hands.  There  is  a  formula  which  penitents 
repeat  before  beginning  a  confession ;  Odette 
pattered  through  it  glibly,  ending  with  a  sign 
of  the  cross. 

Jerome,  on  his  side,  signed  himself,  and  took 
up  the  posture  most  favourable  for  listening  and 
for  encouraging  his  penitent  to  speak  whatever 
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slie  migHt  have  to  say.  These  things  have  all 
been  rehearsed  by  Koman  priests.  Jerome  sat 
down  and  veiled  his  face  with  his  right  hand,  the 
elbow  of  his  right  arm  resting  on  the  j)alm  of 
his  left.  It  was  in  this  attitude  that  the  priest 
heard  these  words  fall  hot  from  Odette's  lips. 

"  My  father,  these  miracles  at  Chateaufort 
were  all  shams.  There  was  a  man  named  Pierre 
Quiroule  who  came  to  stay  in  the  village  with 
a  magic-lantern.  You  know  what  those  things 
are ;  I  had  never  seen  one  before ;  but  Pierre 
became  my  lover,  and  we  two  together  managed 
all  those  apparitions  among  the  pine  trees.  We 
did  it  because  he — I  mean  Pierre,  you  know — 
had  bought  some  land,  and  he  hopes  that  when 
Chateaufort  becomes  knowTi  as  a  place  of  j^ilgrim- 
age  he  can  build  houses  and  inns  on  his  land 
and  make  a  fortune.  Stop  !  don't  move,  for 
I've  not  finished  yet.  It  was  I  who  appeared 
before  you  the  other  night  in  the  white  dress 
when  you  were  returning  through  the  planta- 
tion chaunting  an  avc.  You  remember  a  flash 
of  lightning  came,  for  it  was  during  the  storm, 
and  the  rain  was  pouring  hard.  You  saw  me 
standing  before  you  in  the  glare  of  that  flash, 
and  you  fell  do^m  on  your  knees." 
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"Blasphemies!  You  are  demented,  girl!" 
ejaculated  Jerome,  horrified. 

"No,  I'm  not  blaspheming.  Look  at  this 
newspaper  which  Madame  de  Polhuan  gave  me. 
You  thought  the  White  Lady  had  come  to  show 
that  she  would  protect  monsieur  from  marrying 
a  heretic ;  but  it's  written  in  that  paper  that 
he's  going  to  marry  the  heretic,  so  you  see  there 
was  no  "White  Lady.  I  told  ^lademoiselle  Pauline 
that  I  had  had  dreams  of  her  marrying  monsieur, 
but  it's  not  true  ;  and  I  know  monsieur  won't 
marry  her,  for  he  doesn't  like  her  a  bit,  though 
she  is  fretting  for  him.  The  only  man  who  loves 
mademoiselle  is  my  brother  Clovis.  That's  the 
whole  truth  of  it." 

"  Unhappy  girl !  you  can  kneel  there  and 
say  these  things  and  not  fear  Heaven's  T\Tath  ! 
What  demon  possesses  you  ? " 

This  was  the  only  apostrophe  which  occurred 
to  Jerome  for  the  moment.  As  the  first  aspect 
offered  by  a  burning  house  is  that  of  a  column 
of  flame  and  smoke  in  which  nothing  can  be 
discerned,  so  Jerome  Juva,  contemplating  the 
burning  up  of  all  his  illusions,  could  in  these  first 
instants  but  realize  a  general  destruction  T\dthout 
estimatino:  all  that  had  been  destroyed. 
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Imagine  a  man  who  believes  that  he  has  been 
honoured  with  the  visit  of  a  queen,  and  who 
learns  that  his  visitor,  whom  he  has  feasted  and 
reverenced,  and  whose  graciousness  has  filled  him 
with  gratitude  and  pride,  was  but  a  SA^dndling 
adventuress  !  His  feelings  would  be  the  same 
as  those  which  invaded  the  soul  of  Jerome  Juva. 
With  a  lost  look  he  gazed  upon  the  cruel  girl 
who  had  smitten  him  so  hard,  seeking  for 
symptoms  of  aberration  in  her  face,  in  the  forlorn 
hope  that  she  might  be  lying  to  him.  At  this 
juncture  the  voices  of  the  pilgrims  resounded  in 
the  chapel  with  the  deep  notes  of  the  choir 
music,  an  ophicleide,  and  a  violoncello.  Then 
followed  the  hateful  chinking  of  coin  in  collection- 
boxes,  and  this  reminded  the  poor  bewildered 
priest  that  it  was  not  only  a  fraud  of  faith,  but 
one  of  money  that  was  being  perpetrated  on  all 
these  pilgrims. 

"  You  will  have  to  make  public  confession," 
he  said  abruptly  to  Odette ;  but  his  voice  was 
so  hoarse  that  he  had  to  cough  and  repeat  his 
words. 

"No,  I  shan't,"  replied  Odette.  Up  to  that 
moment  she  had  knelt  with  outstretched  hands ; 
she  now  sat  on  her  heels,  and  her  half-contrite 
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tone  turned  to  one  of  dogged  bargaining.  "  My 
father,  I  want  five  hundred  francs  to  go  to  Paris. 
My  lover  has  left  me,  and  I  mean  to  follow  him. 
I  can't  tell  all  the  people  here  what  I  have  done  ; 
they'd  stone  me.  My  brother  Clovis  would 
be  capable  of  breaking  my  head.  But  if  you 
like,  I  will  confess  to  the  Countess  de  Beaujeu 
in  Paris." 

'•'  It's  certain  that  you  must  go  away  from 
here,"  muttered  Jerome,  reflecting  that  the  girl's 
life  would  truly  be  in  danger  if  she  made  public 
her  infamous  avowals.  '"'  But  why  go  to  Paris 
to  join  this  miserable  man,  who  has  led  you  into 
such  deceits?  If  you  repent,  your  properplace 
is  now  in  a  convent.  You  must  go  to  Am^ay, 
and  leave  me  to  deal  with  your  confession  as  the 
Bishop  may  order.  I  can  only  give  you  absolu- 
tion on  these  terms." 

But  Odette  shook  her  head.  She  had  no 
intention  of  letting  Pierre  Quiroule's  secret  be- 
come common  property.  Her  promise  of  con- 
fessing to  Madame  de  Beaujeu  was  only  a 
pretence.  She  wanted  to  go  to  Paris.  The  Abbe 
was  the  only,  person  at  Chateaufort  who  could 
give  her  five  hundred  francs,  and  she  knew  that 
there  was  but  one  way  of  obtaining  this  money 
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from  him.  She  had  just  tried  this  way,  and  had 
now  to  play  carefully  in  order  to  carry  out  her 
whole  plan. 

"  I  don  t  want  to  be  imprisoned  for  life 
in  a  convent,  M.  I'Abbe,"  she  said.  ''Re- 
mem]3er  the  Bishop  has  consecrated  the  water 
found  in  the  plantation.  He  w^on't  let  people 
laugh  at  him  for  a  simpleton,  you  may  be  sure. 
Let  him  once  get  me  into  a  convent,  and  the 
Bishop  will  tell  you  to  hold  your  tongue,  and  I 
shall  be  treated  as  a  mad  girl  for  denying  a 
miracle  which  all  around  me  will  believe." 

Did  some  foreshadowing  of  episcopal  policy 
fall  across  Jerome  Juva's  mind?  To  hush  up 
scandals  is  ever  the  rule  of  the  Eoman  Church ; 
and  Jerome  had  to  acknowledge  to  himself  that 
even  if  full  liberty  were  granted  to  him  to  use 
Odette's  confession  as  he  pleased,  he  would  not 
dare,  on  his  own  responsibility,  to  go  and  accost 
the  pilgrims  as  they  came  out  of  chapel,  and  to 
tell  them  they  had  been  fooled  by  a  fraud.  He 
must  consult  his  Bishop  before  he  took  a  single 
step.  This  is  what  he  tried  hurriedly  to  impress 
upon  Odette  ;  1)ut  all  to  no  purpose. 

"  I'll  confess  to  Madame  de  Beaujeu,"  said 
she,  "and  to  nobody  else.     But,  M.  I'Abbe,  we 
VOL.  ij.  36 
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must  be  quick,  for  the  people  are  going  out  of 
cliapel." 

"  Do  you  promise  to  confess  to  the  Countesa 
de  Beaujeu?"lie  asked,  thinking — so  far  as  he 
could  think  in  the  woful  agitation  of  his  spirit — 
that  it  might  be  better,  after  all,  the  girl  should 
make  a  confidant  of  Madame  de  Beaujeu, 
than  relinquish  her  hideous  secret  to  his  discre- 
tion. Committed  to  him  as  a  priest,  this  secret 
was  one  which  he  durst  not  disclose  by  word, 
hint,  or  stratagem  to  soul  alive ;  but  entrusted 
to  him  as  an  ordinary  man  to  do  with  as  he 
pleased,  it  would  liecome  like  an  explosive  shell 
in  his  hands.  The  Countess  de  Beaujeu  was  a 
great  lady  who  had  knowledge  of  the  world,  and 
would  know  better  than  he  how  to  approach  the 
Bishop  and  concert  with  him  as  to  what  ought  to 
be  done  in  the  interests  of  religion.  He  could 
have  no  serious  fear  that  Odette  would  T\ithhold 
her  confession  from  Madame  de  Beaujeu,  for  he 
believed  that  the  girl  wanted  absolution,  and  he 
would  not  absolve  her  until  she  had  done  as  he 
commanded. 

"  Come  ^ith  me,"  he  said  ;  and  when  Odette 
had  risen  from  her  knees,  he  divested  himself 
quickly  of  his  chasuble  and  surplice,  caught  up 
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his  hat,  and  left  the  sacristy  with  her.  He 
hardly  spoke  twenty  words  to  her  after  that, 
leaving  her  in  the  courtyard  while  he  ran  to 
his  room  to  fetch  five  hundred  francs  from  his 
small  private  store  of  money.  Eeturning,  he 
counted  some  bank-notes  into  her  hand,  and 
parted  from  her  with  the  almost  brotherly  ad- 
juration, "  Oh,  my  poor  gud,  try  and  be  good." 

Odette's  fingers  clutched  the  notes ;  but  now 
that  she  had  gained  her  point,  a  lump  rose  to 
her  throat  as  her  eyes  met  those  of  the  guileless 
priest,  who  had  always  been  kind  and  patient  vrith 
her.  "You  won't  curse  me  in  your  thoughts, 
M.  Abbe  ? "  she  said. 

"No,  no,  Dominus  tecum''  he  repHed  gently. 

To  which  instinctively  the  forsaken  girl  re- 
plied in  her  Church  Latin,  ''  Et  cum  spiritu  tuo." 
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CHAPTER  XIII. 

THE   DAY   OF   MIRACLES. 

Odette  was  gone  from  Chateaufort  that  evening, 
but  not  missed  till  the  next  day.  In  the  mean- 
time Jerome  Jiiva  passed  a  truly  miserable 
night,  wondering  what  would  come  of  the  girl's 
revelations.  He  was  too  simple  to  suspect  that 
Odette  had  tricked  him  ;  he  fully  expected  that 
in  a  day  or  two  he  should  be  summoned  to  the 
Bishop's  palace,  and  be  asked  how  it  happened 
that  he  had  been  so  zealous  in  upholding  Odette's 
imposture.  What  could  he  say  then  ?  Was  it 
not  his  ardour  that  had  conveyed  belief  to  the 
Bishop's  mind  and  brought  his  Greatness  to  con- 
secrate the  so-called  spring  ?  and  how  could  he, 
Jerome,  now  murmur  if  the  Bishop  were  to  say 
that  he  must  be  punished  for  his  credulity  by 
seeing  the  imposture  remain  undenied,  lest  scandal 
afflict  the  Church  ? 
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The  wretched  young  man  sat  up  in  his  bed 
and  asked  himself  whether  he  really  had  been 
too  credulous.  He  had  a  spacious  room,  and  in 
addition  to  the  religious  images  and  pictures 
which  decorated  the  walls,  there  were  some  heir- 
looms to  remind  this  last  male  De  Penmarck  of 
his  hardy  forefathers.  The  sword  and  epaulettes 
of  his  father,  the  naval  captain,  were  there  be- 
neath a  portrait  which  showed  a  face  full  of 
resolution.  Jerome  gazed  round  upon  this  and 
other  portraits,  enjoying  the  firmness  which 
glowed  on  martial  faces,  and  bemoaning  the 
Aveakness  which  incapacitated  him  from  discern- 
ing wherein  he  had  been  w^ak  before,  and  over- 
whelmed him  with  a  sense  of  utter  helplessness 
as  to  future  conduct. 

He  asked  himself  what  texts  from  Holy  Writ 
he  ought,  in  the  first  instance,  to  have  used  for 
his  guidance,  and  he  remembered  indistinctly 
several  cautions  against  "  dreamers  of  dreams." 
He  took  down  a  Bible  from  a  shelf  in  his  alcove  ; 
liut  French  priests  are  not  well  skilled  in  scrip- 
tural research,  and  it  was  only  after  some 
minutes'  fingering  of  pages  that  he  discovered 
this  passage  in  the  thirteenth  chapter  of  Deu- 
teronomy. 
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"  If  tliere  arise  among  you  a  prophet,  or  a 
dreamer  of  dreams,  and  giretli  thee  a  sign  or 
a  wonder, 

"  And  the  sign  or  the  wonder  come  to  pass, 
whereof  he  spake  unto  thee,  sapng,  Let  us  go 
after  other  gods,  which  thou  hast  not  known, 
and  let  us  serve  them ; 

"  Thou  shalt  not  hearken  unto  the  words  of 
that  prophet,  or  that  dreamer  of  dreams :  for 
the  Lord  your  God  proveth  you,  to  know  whether 
ye  love  the  Lord  your  God  mth  all  your  heart 
and  with  all  your  soul." 

Then  flashed  another  text  upon  Jerome's 
memory,  that  in  the  fourth  chapter  of  St.  John's 
gospel. 

"  God  is  a  Spirit,  and  they  that  worship  Him 
must  worship  Him  in  spirit  and  in  truth." 

"  In  spirit ! "  that  meant  without  a  recourse 
to  signs  and  wonders  and  the  prophecies  of 
dreamers.  And  "In  truth,"  what  did  that 
mean  ?  The  words  reminded  Jerome  of  the 
deceit  he  must  practise  until  Odette  should  have 
made  her  confession  to  some  other  than  himself. 
He  must  hear  the  miracle  talked  of  as  though  he 
still  believed  it  were  a  miracle  ;  he  must  join  in 
the  ecstatic  chants  of  pilgrims,  receive  the  offer- 
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iugs  of  these  poor  people,  and  go  through  the 
farce  of  letting  them  dip  their  limbs  or  garments 
in  water  which  he  knew  to  be  unclean  in  more 
senses  than  one.  From  some  words  which  Odette 
had  let  fall  he  had  gathered  that  the  spring- 
was  nothing  but  a  hill-side  rivulet — the  overflow 
of  rain-tanks  on  the  plateau — which  had  long 
been  knoTVTi  to  trickle  through  the  plantation, 
but  which  the  Kergarecs  by  their  borings  had 
now  diverted  from  its  former  course.  Jerome 
knew  this  ;  but  his  lips  were  sealed. 

In  Eoman  Catholic  seminaries  pupils  are 
taught  that  the  secret  of  the  confessional  has 
never  been  betrayed.  Converts,  who  hear  this 
doctrine  stated  for  the  first  time  when  they  are 
advanced  in  life,  often  say,  as  though  they  were 
making  a  great  concession,  that  they  do  beheve 
the  secret  of  the  confessional  has  very  seldom 
been  violated  :  but  the  Church  will  have  nothino* 
to  do  with  such  squeamish  shuffling  away  from  a 
solid  fact.  It  says  that  the  secrecy  of  the  con- 
fessional has  never  been  violated,  because  God 
would  not  suffer  a  priest  to  betray  His  trust.  He 
w^ould  interpose  a  miracle  to  prevent  it. 

Jerome  Juva  lived  under  the  firm  persuasion 
that  some  horrible  calamity  would  suddenly  over- 
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take  the  priest  wlio  was  an  imfaitliful  steward  of 
mysteries.  He  believed  that  he  could  no  more 
part  with,  a  confession  than  with  one  of  his  five 
senses,  or  the  soul  in  his  body.  Odette's  secret 
was,  therefore,  entombed  in  his  mind  ;  but  it  was 
a  fearful  secret  for  a  man  of  fxitli  and  worldly 
honour,  for  a  priest  and  a  gentleman,  to  carry 
about  with  him.  x\ll  through  his  wakeful  night 
Jerome  shuddered  as  he  thought  of  the  morrow. 
He  prayed  that  the  cross,  which  he  had  perhaps 
deserved  to  bear  for  his  credulity,  might  not  be 
made  to  press  its  weight  upon  him  too  long. 
How  diflferent  this  pitiable  mood  from  the  exul- 
tation which  had  animated  him  but  a  little  time 
before,  when  he  had  boasted  that  his  cup  of 
happiness  was  over-full ! 

Whenever  there  was  an  unusual  occurrence 
at  the  chateau,  Pauline  Juva  always  related  to 
her  brother  ever}i;hing  that  she  knew  about  it,  in 
order  to  see  how  much  he  knew.  She  made  no 
attempt  to  sound  him,  but  she  could  tell  by  his 
mere  way  of  receiving  her  communication  whether 
her  tidings  were  news  to  him.  No  young  priest 
is  so  versed  in  the  art  of  facial  dissimulation  as 
to  foil  a  woman's  perspicacity;  but  it  was  not 
(Curiosity  which  prompted  Pauline.     By  carrying 
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full  news  to  her  brother  she  often  set  him  at  his 
case,  and  enabled  him  to  converse  upon  topics 
.which  he  must  have  eschewed  if  his  only  informa- 
tion about  them  had  come  to  him  through  the 
confessional. 

Greeting  her  brother  as  he  came  down  to 
early  breakfast  with  his  four  clerical  colleagues, 
Pauline  led  him  into  her  morning-room,  and  told 
him  of  Odette's  disappearance.  He  evinced  no 
surprise — for  he  was  not  bound  to  dissemble 
unnecessarily — and  by  this  she  divined  that  he 
was  aware  of  the  matter. 

"  Odette  must  have  gone  last  night,"  con- 
tinued Pauline,  reassured.  "Her  bed  has  not 
been  slept  in,  and  it  seems  that  she  told  the 
postman  that  she  was  going  to  Paris." 

"  Did  she  say  why  she  was  going  there  ? " 
asked  Jerome,  quickly. 

"  No  ;  and  her  brother  Clovis  has  an  idea  that 
slie  has  gone  away  with  a  pedlar  named  Quiroule, 
who  has  been  haunting  the  village.  But  I  do 
not  believe  that,  for  Odette  kissed  both  her 
parents  before  going  away  yesterday,  and  she 
told  them  that  she  had  had  enough  of  the  life 
which  she  had  been  leading.  They  understood 
this  to  mean  that  she  was  imj)atient  to  get  into  a 
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conventual  retreat ;  and  I  dare  say  she  was  more 
impatient  than  we  any  of  ns  suspected,  and  has 
actually  gone  into  a  convent  of  her  own  accord. 
Some  fancy  may  have  possessed  her  to  seek 
refuge  in  one  of  the  great  Parisian  nunneries, 
for  she  is  a  strange  girl ;  besides,  who  can  tell 
what  spirit  is  now  guiding  her  ?  She  may  have 
some  holy  mission  in  Paris." 

"  Does  madam  know  that  Odette  has  gone  ?  '* 
asked  Jerome,  wincing. 

"Agathe  informed  her  of  the  matter  about 
half  an  hour  ago  ;  but  she  only  said  in  her  usual 
trusting  way,  with  a  folding  of  the  hands  and  a 
look  heavenwards,  ''  Odette  is  being  led  by  the 
hand  ;  be  sure  some  new  glory  awaits  her,  and  us 
through  her." 

A  servant  summoned  Pauline  to  some  house- 
hold business,  and  Jerome  was  glad  to  get  away 
to  his  breakfast.  Before  leaving  his  sister's  room, 
however,  he  furtively  deposited  on  her  table  the 
newspaper  which  Odette  had  given  him. 

He  had  noticed  that  PauHne  was  cheerful  in 
her  sedate  fashion,  and  from  this  he  inferred 
that  no  intimation  of  monsieur's  proceedings  in 
England  had  reached  her.  Jerome  had  not  the 
heart  to  speak  to  her  about  them,  for  it  would 
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have  distressed  liim  miicli  to  see  her  cry  in  his 
presence — her  to  whom  he  looked  up  somewhat 
as  a  being  of  greater  fortitude  than  himself — and 
yet  he  thought  she  ought  to  learn  as  soon  as 
possible  that  her  expectations  of  a  union  with 
the  Duke  were  groundless.  He  trusted  also  that 
Pauline,  seeing  Odette's  visions  falsified,  might 
lose  her  confidence  in  the  girl  as  an  instrument 
of  Providence,  and  be  led  by  the  gradual  opera- 
tion of  suspiciousness  to  discover  for  herself  the 
imposture  which  he  durst  not  reveal  to  her. 

Swallowing  the  morsels  of  roll  which  he  dipped 
in  his  bowl  of  chocolate,  Jerome  almost  choked 
once  or  twice  when  he  heard  his  brother  priests 
talk  of  the  growing  crowds  of  pilgrims,  and  of  the 
increasing  fervour  of  all  who  came.  These  four 
good  young  men  had  tied  their  napkins  round 
their  necks,  they  ladled  the  chocolate-sop  into 
their  mouths  by  capacious  spoonfuls,  and  they 
chattered  with  a  beaming  iuDocency  about  the 
marvels  wrought  by  healing  springs  or  relics  at 
the  famous  shrines  of  Europe.  One  had  seen 
the  crutches  of  cured  cripples  hung  up  by  the 
score  in  the  grotto  of  Lourdes.  Another,  who 
had  travelled,  had  witnessed  the  procession  of 
the  holy  vane  jar  at  Cologne,  had  kissed  the  holy 
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coat  at  Treves,  and  knew  for  a  certaint}^  that  the 
blood  of  St.  Gennaro  at  Naples  boils  once  a  year. 
A  third,  under  the  exhilarating  influence  of  a 
second  bowl  of  chocolate,  saw  no  reason  why  a 
relic  should  not  be  disinterred  at  Chateaufort. 
Doubtless  the  finding  of  the  spring  was  only  a 
prelude  to  better  things.  Was  there  not  a  tra- 
dition to  the  effect  that  in  the  eighth  century, 
while  the  bones  of  St.  Clodoald  were  being  carried 
in  a  silver  coffin  to  the  abbey  of  Auray,  the 
bearers  had  been  attacked  by  evil  spirits  on  the 
plain  of  Carnac,  and  that  the  coffin  had  then 
vanished  ?  Might  it  not  be  found  again  ?  Was 
it  not  possibly  lying  somewhere  near  the  spot 
where  the  recent  apparition  had  arisen,  and  wait- 
ing for  its  definite  sepulture  in  the  chapel  which 
the  Marquise  de  Chateaufort  was  going  to  build  ? 

"Ah,  Jerome!"  exclaimed  the  young  priest, 
glowing  with  zeal,  "  wonders  may  be  laid  bare 
when  the  foundations  of  the  new  shrine  are  dug 
for,  and  in  time  that  shrine  may  become  a 
cathedral." 

But  Jerome  was  thinking  that  under  the  rule 
of  Chateaufort's  next  mistress  there  would  be 
very  little  shrine-buildiQg  ;  and  all  at  once  he 
asked  himself  what  would  be  the  future  of  Pauline 
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when  tlie  Marquise  was  gone  ?  He  had  never 
oared  to  face  this  question  before  ;  now  it  had  to 
be  faced.  He  did  not  want  his  sister  to  end  her 
days  as  a  recluse,  and,  of  course,  if  he  eventually 
obtained  a  benefice  he  could  save  her  from  this 
fate  by  taking  her  to  his  presbytery  to  keep  house 
for  him.  But  would  it  not  be  far  better  that  she 
should  marry  Count  Rene  de  Polhuan  or  Baron 
Nestor  de  Penhoel,  provided  that  she  could  really 
take  her  choice  between  these  eligible  suitors  ? 
Jerome  resolved  to  speak  seriously  to  his  sister 
on  this  point. 

He  regularly  every  day  paid  a  visit  to  the 
!^Iarquise,  and  either  said  his  mass  or  a  few  prayers 
in  the  oratory  contiguous  to  her  room.  The  doors 
being  thrown  open,  she  could  see  him  from  her 
bed.  It  was  usual  that  Pauline  should  inform 
him  at  breakfast  whether  he  was  to  say  mass  or 
prayers,  for  this  matter  was  regulated  by  the 
condition  of  the  Marquise's  health.  If  he  did  not 
say  his  mass  in  the  oratory,  he  said  it  in  the 
chapel  of  the  chateau,  and  in  that  case  only  saw 
the  Marquise  in  the  afternoou. 

That  morning  Paidine  had  not  told  him  what 
were  the  arrangements  for  the  day,  so  he  had  to 
return  to  her  sitting-room  very  soon  after  break- 
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fast.  She  was  sitting  there  in  tears.  "  The  news- 
paper is  the  cause  of  this,"  reflected  Jerome,  full 
of  pity. 

But  Pauline  handed  him  a  letter  which  the 
postman  had  just  brought.  *'  Jerome,  this  is 
about  our  cousin  Koland,"  she  said,  continuing  to 
cry. 

"  I  suppose  it  confirms  what  the  Journal 
cVAuray  has  been  saying,"  remarked  the  priest, 
gently;  and  he  was  nearly  bursting  into  tears 
too,  so  unnerved  was  he  and  wretched  at  his 
sister's  sufi^ering. 

"  Oh  no,  on  the  contrary,"  faltered  Pauline. 
"  Count  de  Polhuan  showed  me  that  paper 
yesterday,  but  I  did  not  believe  it." 

"  You  did  not  believe  it  ?  "  and  Jerome  looked 
amazed. 

"  No ;  my  faith  would  have  been  weak  if  it 
had  broken  down  under  the  first  trial.  I  was 
grieved  for  a  moment,  but  then  reasoned  with 
myself,  and  felt  sure  that  a  light  would  arise  in 
the  darkness.  So  it  has  ;  for  that  letter,  as  you 
see,  tells  of  another  miracle." 

"  Another  !  "  sighed  Jerome. 

"  Our  cousin  has  been  hurt,  but  he  is  saved 
from  a  great  sin  and  calamity,"  said   Pauline, 
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gradually  mastering  her  emotion  as  slie  proceeded. 
"  How  could  doubt  linger  in  any  mind  after  tliis  ? 
Eead,  read,  Jerome.  The  letter  is  from  Aimee 
de  Beaujeu." 

This  is  what  Jer6me  read  : — 

"  Hotel  de  Beaujeu,  Champs  Eljsees. 

"  My  dear  Pauline, 

"  I  write  this  in  case  my  grandmamma 
and  you,  and  all  the  good  people  at  Chateaufort, 
should  hear  exao'orerated  accounts  of  an  accident 

OO 

that  befell  my  brother  Eoland  in  England.  It 
was  not  a  bad  accident,  for  Eoland  is  at  this 
moment  equipping  his  new  regiment  for  war  ; 
but  it  was  a  curious  afiair  which,  I  need  not  con- 
ceal from  you,  stopped  my  brother  from  getting 
married  d  la  mode  Anglaise.  In  brief,  our  poor 
Eoland,  being  on  the  eve  of  his  marriage,  was 
waylaid  by  some  enemies,  stunned,  and  thrown 
into  a  boat,  which  brought  him  back  to  France. 
We  none  of  us  know  who  stunned  him.  He  does 
not  know  himself,  and  has  no  time  to  hunt  down 
the  malefactors  at  present.  This  is  the  long  and 
short  of  the  whole  matter,  my  dear  Pauline,  and 
I  dare  say  you  pious  folk  in  Brittany — ah,  I  wish 
I  were  as  good  as  you — -will  consider  that  the 
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saints  have  stepped  in  to  prevent  Eoland  from 
takino'  the  wrono'  kind  of  wife.  I  wish  the  saints 
woukl  interest  themselves  in  me  when  I  am  going 
to  commit  a  hetise;  but  perhaps  my  patroness, 
Ste.  Aimee,  has  grown  tired  of  giving  me  nudges 
in  the  conscience,  which  I  never  attended  to. 
Eoland  will,  no  doubt,  run  down  to  Chateaufort 
to  kiss  grandmamma  before  he  starts  off  to  beat 
those  horrid  Prussians.  Mind  you  assure  our 
grandmamma  that  the  war  is  only  going  to  be  a. 
kind  of  military  promenade  to  Berlin,  and  that 
a  colonel  like  Eoland  will  risk  nothing  worse 
than  being  promoted  to  a  generalship  before  he 
has  the  regulation  amount  of  grey  hairs,  baldness, 
rheumatism,  and  old  stories  about  Algeria,  which 
in  France  usually  qualify  a  man  for  this  high 
grade. 

"  I  must  close  my  letter  now,  for  I  am  busy 
preparing  Eoland's  outfit.  You  need  not  tell 
grandmamma  more  than  you  please  about  the 
English  marriaore,  for  the  affair  is  tomhee  dans 
Veaic  for  the  present,  and  perhaps  for  ever.  Kiss 
everybody  at  Chateaufort  who  wants  a  kiss,  and 
"  Believe  me  always 
*'  Your  very  affectionate  cousin, 

"  AlMEE  DE  BeAUJEU. 
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"  Post  Scriptum. — When  you  answer  me, 
please  give  me  a  long  description  of  the  White 
Lady  as  she  appeared  to  you.  I  have  read  the 
newspaper  accounts,  and  believe  ;  but  my  wonder 
is  that  the  White  Lady  should  confine  herself  to 
Brittany,  where  your  faith  doesn't  require  stimu- 
lants, instead  of  travelling  to  the  Boulevard  des 
Italiens,  where  her  appearance  would  really  pro- 
duce a  useful  impression.  I  will  certainly  go  on 
a  pilgrimage  to  the  new  spring  as  soon  as  I  can. 
Meanwhile  it  ought  to  prove  an  elixir  of  long  life 
to  grandmamma." 

Jerome  as  he  folded  this  letter  felt  that  the 
time  was  not  propitious  for  directing  his  sister  s 
attention  to  the  merits  of  Count  Bene  de  Polhuan 
and  Baron  Nestor  de  Penhoel. 

"Aimee  always  writes  jestingly  about  the 
most  serious  things,"  remarked  Pauline,  evidently 
astonished  that  her  brother  had  not  gone  into 
transports. 

"  I  had  no  idea  that  Eoland  had  been  so 
near  to  contracting  such  an  unhallowed  union," 
observed  Jerome  ;  "  but  his  rescue  has  been  most 
happy." 

^'  Mii^aculous  I  "  said  Pauline. 
VOL.  II.  37 
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"  Miraculous,  if  you  prefer  tliat  term  ;  "  and 
Jerome,  aware  tliat  his  utterance  was  constrained, 
and  that  his  sister  was  eyeing  him  with  surprise 
and  pique,  made  haste  to  add,  ''At  what  hour 
will  madame  receive  me  to-day  ? " 

"  I  will  go  and  see,"  answered  Pauline,  start- 
ing from  her  chair  and  drying  her  eyes.  "  But 
Jerome,  I  am  resolved  that  this  day  shall  be 
wholly  one  of  miracles.  Madame  has  begged 
again  this  morning  to  be  carried  down  to  the 
spring ;  we  will  no  longer  resist  her  entreaties. 
What  is  it  that  has  withheld  us  till  now  from 
yielding  to  them  ?  is  it  not  a  secret  want  of 
faith  ?  I  do  not  speak  of  you  who  have  always 
been  fervent  in  exhorting  us.  I  am  thinking 
of  us,  of  the  doctor,  of  the  Bishop,  and  even  of 
myself,  for  I  cannot  deny  that  I  have  hesitated. 
But  what  is  that  letter  if  not  a  rebuke  to  me  for 
my  want  of  faith  ?  I  ought  to  tell  you  that 
the  Count  de  Polhuan  and  the  Baron  de  Penhoel 
have  advised  me,  just  as  they  counselled  you,  to- 
have  the  Marquise  immersed." 

''If  you  do  such  a  thing  at  madame s  age,, 
you  may  kill  her  outright  !  "  exclaimed  Jerome, 
in  great  excitement ;  and  he  paced  about  the  room 
wringing  his  hands. 
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*'  Brother,  you  are  trying  to  prove  me  !  "  cried 
Pauline.  A  painter  should  have  been  present 
to  draw  her  portrait  at  that  moment.  On  her 
pretty  face,  usually  a  little  prim,  shone  a  glow 
which  was  the  reflection  of  light  unseen. 

"Pauline,  I  implore  you  !"  ejaculated  Jerome. 

^'You  are  afraid  for  my  sake,"  she  said. 
"  You  fear  that  if  there  were  a  mishap,  I  should 
bear  the  blame ;  but  there  will  be  no  mishap. 
There  will  be  a  miracle  !  Jerome,  my  brother,  I 
believe — I  believe — I  believe  !  " 

"  So  do  I ! "  exclaimed  Jerome  striking  his 
forehead.  He  drew  his  sister  rapidly  to  him  and 
kissed  her,  then  walked  from  the  room  with  a 
steady  step. 

Soon  he  was  on  his  knees  in  the  chapel,  and 
praying  that  the  venerable  lady,  the  benefactress 
of  his  sister  and  himself,  the  gentle,  godly  mis- 
tress of  all  who  lived  on  this  ancient  estate, 
might  pass  unscathed  through  the  waters  of  un- 
cleanness,  even  as  Ananias,  Azarias,  and  Misael 
had  been  saved  from  the  pagan  s  fire. 
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CHAPTER   XIV 


"  I  WANT  to  have  a  talk  with  you  about  your 
brother/'  said  the  Count  de  Beaujeu  to  his  wife 
a  few  days  after  Eoland's  return  to  Paris. 
Eohind  had  not  as  yet  discovered  by  whom  he 
had  been  kidnapped  and  conveyed  to  France. 
Absorbed  by  his  military  duties,  he  could  not 
give  any  time  to  the  elucidation  of  this  mystery ; 
but  both  his  sister  and  his  brother-in-law  noticed 
that  it  preyed  upon  his  mind.  '''  Your  brother 
is  acting  strangely,"  continued  the  Count. 

"  He  has  grown  very  excitable,"  admitted 
Aimee,  coldly. 

*•'  I  hope  that  hit  on  the  head  has  not  injured 
him  ;  but  he  must  take  c-care.  He  must  keep  a 
guard  over  his  tongue.  They  have  given  him 
the  command  of  a  spl-splendid  regiment,  and  he 
is  already  finding  fault  p-publicly." 
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''  He  says  his  regiment  is  not  fit  to  take  the 
field,"  answered  Aimee.  "The  AVar  Minister 
issues  orders,  but  the  department  does  not  obey 
them.  Koland  has  seen  the  minister  twice  about 
his  men's  sabres.     He  is  frantic  about  it." 

''  He  mustn't  be  frantic  ;  he  mustn't  see  people 
twice,"  said  the  Imperial  Senator  testily.  ''Minis- 
ters don't  like  to  be  teased.  I  may  be  a  minister 
myself  in  a  few  weeks.  How  do  you  think  that 
r  should  like  a  colonel  to  come  and  worry  me 
twice  about  the  sa-same  thing  ? " 

''There's  something  about  boots,  too,"  re- 
marked the  Countess,  with  a  stifled  yawn  which 
indicated  not  so  much  a  want  of  interest  in  the 
subject  as  weariness  of  her  husband's  company* 
"Why  cannot  they  give  Roland's  men  the  proper 
sort  of  boots  "?  " 

"  There  is  something  worse  than  boots,"  said 
the  Count. 

"  It  must  be  very  serious,  then,"  rejoined  the 
Countess. 

"There's  this — that  your  brother  has  been 
making  a  will  by  which  he  bequeaths  three- 
fourths  of  his  fortune  to  Miss  Corrington." 

"  Who  told  you  so  ?  " 

"Eagotin,  the  notary;  and  the  matter  interests 
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you  principally,  for  if  Eoland  died  in  war,  his 
fortune  ought  to  go  to  you  and  your  children." 

"  I   suppose   my  brother   may   do   what  he 
pleases  with  his  own,"  said  Aimee. 

'^  If  you  think  so,  then  I — I  have  nothing 
further  to  say,"  stuttered  the  Count. 

But  Aimee  did  not  think  so,  and  she  knew 
that  her  husband  was  aware  that  she  did  not 
think  so.  This  conjugal  dialogue  was  being  held 
after  a  midday  dejeuner  tete-a-tete,  and  those 
who  know  Mr.  Orchardson's  ]3icture,  "  Le  Mariage 
de  Convenance,"  will  have  an  exact  idea  of  the 
scene.  On  one  side  of  the  large  richly  served 
table  the  high-bred,  pouting  beauty,  whose  face, 
to  others  so  sweet,  was  to  her  husband  so  hard 
and  scornful ;  opposite  her  the  elderly  voluptuary, 
with  thin  heated  cheeks  and  shrivelled  hands. 
There  was  a  tall  glass  of  green  Bohemian  crystal 
before  him,  out  of  which  he  sipped  Sauterne,  the 
heavy  stem,  round  which  a  snake  was  coiled, 
trembling  in  his  loose  fingers  every  time  he 
raised  the  wine  to  his  lips.-  Yet  his  attire  was 
perfect,  and  everything  about  him  betokened  the 
man  who  lives  to  please,  and  who,  outside  his 
own  domestic  circle,  is  considered  charming.  No 
misplaced  crease  marred  the  design  of  his  finely 
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cut  coat,  of  his  starched  white  vest,  aud  his  beau- 
tifully dressed  linen,  of  which,  according  to  the 
French  fashion,  he  displayed  a  great  deal.  His 
Avhite  hair  was  brushed  forward  to  make  a  juve- 
nile toupee  over  his  unvenerable  blotched  fore- 
head, his  moustache  tips  were  nicely  waxed,  and 
his  blue  spotted  necktie  was  arranged  in  an 
•elegant  bow.  It  must  be  added  that,  although 
the  Count's  voice  quavered,  and  though  his  eyes 
were  glazed,  there  was  plenty  of  resolution  in  his 
glance.  Such  men  as  he  die  hard,  and  the  in- 
stinct of  imperiousness  is  that  which  perishes 
last  in  them. 

The  Count's  conversation  with  his  wife  was 
interrupted  by  the  staid  entrance  of  the  two  little 
De  Beaujeux — Louis  and  Annette — who,  return- 
ing from  a  morning's  promenade  in  the  Tuileries 
Gardens  with  their  Norman  nurse,  came  in  to 
kiss  their  parents  before  going  to  dinner.  In 
honour  of  the  war  the  little  boy  was  dressed  up 
as  a  Zouave,  and  his  sister  as  a  Yivandiere.  They 
were  pretty  children,  and  well  mannered  up  to  a 
certain  point.  They  would  walk  into  a  room  hand 
in  hand,  smiling  like  young  comedians  ;  they 
gave  and  received  salutations  with  grace.  They 
had  been  taught  to  make  the  most  of  themselves. 
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But  they  were  spoilt  children,  and,  when  not 
parading  before  company,  whined  for  sweets,  and 
told  tales  about  their  nurse  and  their  playmates 
and  about  each  other.  The  Count,  who  was  not 
disposed  to  play  with  them  that  morning,  thought 
to  dismiss  them  at  once  by  giving  them  each  a 
small  sweet  apple  ;  but  at  this,  Aimee  s  maternal 
anxieties  were  aroused. 

"Not  raw  apples,  my  darlings.  Put  them 
down  like  good  children,  and  you  shall  have  some 
candied  apricots.     Nobody  eats  raw  apples." 

''  But,  mamma.  Eve  gave  Adam  a  raw  apple," 
said  little  Louis,  who  was  a  precocious  boy,  ad- 
dicted through  his  mother's  encouragements  to 
saying  sharp  things. 

''  No ;  it  was  a  baked  apple  which  Eve  gave 
to  Adam,  and  she  put  plenty  of  white  sugar  on  it, 
so  that  he  might  not  have  to  take  any  of  those 
nasty  powders  which  the  doctor  gives.  Here,  eat 
these,  my  darlings." 

Louis  and  Annette  went  out,  munchino-  can- 
died  apricots  by  way  of  whetting  their  appetites 
for  a  dinner  of  hiftech  and  jam  omelette.  When 
they  were  gone,  their  father  said,  mth  mild  irony — 

*'  I  am  glad  that  you  are  bringing  up  these 
children  so  religiously." 
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"  If  you  mean  that  for  a  joke,  I  consider  it  a 
poor  one,"  replied  Aimee,  flushing. 

"  I  am  quite  serious,"  answered  the  County 
whom  his  wife's  hostile  repartees  never  troubled 
or  disarmed.  "  And  that  reminds  me  that  your 
excellent  grandmother  has  caught  a  chill  in  letting 
herself  be  dipped  in  the  miraculous  spring  of 
Chateaufort.  I  have  received  a  letter  notifying 
this  event  from  her  doctor,  who  seems  to  object  to 
healing  springs  as  competing  unfairly  with  his 
own  prescriptions.  He  wants  me  to  interfere  and 
keep  the  Marquise  in  bed,  but  her  cold  will  pro^ 
bably  do  that  without  my  interference.  May  I 
ask  if  you  purpose  going  on  a  pilgrimage  to  the 
spring  which  is  causing  so  much  happiness  and 
influenza  in  your  birthplace  ?  " 

"  Why  should  I  go  ? "  replied  Aimee,  rising 
from  table  and  listlessly  arranging  some  flowers 
in  di^  jardiniere. 

*'  Why,  the  Nuncio  was  speaking  to  me  about 
the  matter,  and  said  the  apparition  was  very 
remarkable,  and  far  better  authenticated  than 
such  things  generally  are.  I  wonder  Mademoi- 
selle De  Penmarck  and  her  brother  have  not 
written  to  you  about  it.'' 

"Pauline    has   written   several  times,"  said 
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Aimee.  '•'  But  people  are  credulous  in  Brittany, 
and  you  yourself,  I  suppose,  hardly  wisli  to  be 
troubled  with  her  reflections." 

''  Pardon  me,''  said  the  Count,  in  that  tone  of 
mock  piety  which  is  so  exasperating  to  women 
when  used  by  men  whom  they  despise, 
*'p-popular  credulity  is  not  a  thing  to  be  dis- 
couraged ;  we  have  none  too  much  in  these  times. 
Besides,  it  is  not  for  one  in  your  station  to  set 
the  example  of  scepticism." 

"  Thank  you  for  the  sermon  ;  it  comes  appro- 
priately from  you  J' 

"  I  am  afraid  not,  ma  chere  amie"  sighed  the 
Count,  changing  his  voice  to  a  paternal  tone,  in 
which  there  was  a  touch  of  sadness.  "  I  am 
growing  old,  however,  and  may  presume  to  advise 
you  out  of  my  experience.  Perhaps,  too,  I  have 
more  reason  than  most  men  for  believing  and 
hoping  in  miracles." 

Aimee  was  fairly  astonished,  and,  as  her  hus- 
band left  the  room  after  favouring  her  with  a 
little  nod  which  was  almost  ecclesiastical  in  its 
benignity,  she  watched  his  retreating  figure, 
wondering  whether  this  impenitent  old  sinner 
had  at  last  been  touched  by  some  spirit  of  grace. 

She  herself  had  ever  scrupulously  observed  all 
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the  proprieties  of  mundane  religiousness.  If  any- 
thing had  prevented  her  from  going  to  church  on 
a  Sunday,  she  would  have  been  inclined  to  send 
her  card.  More  than  a  dozen  benevolent  associa- 
tions in  connection  with  the  Church  printed  her 
name  on  their  lists  of  patronesses,  and  she  was 
actually  the  foundress  of  L'CEuvre  des  Petits 
Souliers,  whose  members,  all  ladies  of  rank, 
embroidered  satin  shoes  with  their  own  hands  for 
the  dignitaries  of  Kome. 

So  much  orthodoxy  might  contemn  an  accu- 
sation of  scepticism,  and  yet  the  Countess  de 
Beaujeu  felt  some  qualms  of  conscience  under  her 
husband's  reproach,  while  marvelling  that  he,  of 
all  men  in  the  world,  should  have  exhorted  her 
to  believe  in  the  apparition  of  Chateaufort. 

Soon  afterwards  her  brother,  Eoland,  came  in. 
He  was  in  undress  uniform,  and  looked  very  jaded, 
dusty,  and  thirsty.  Gertrude  would  hardly  have 
known  him,  with  his  hair  cut  so  short  and  his 
bearing  so  military;  but,  somehow,  his  appearance 
was  not  that  of  a  soldier  who  is  happy  and  hope- 
ful in  his  work.  ''  Mon  Dieu,  what  a  life  I'm 
leading  ! "  he  said,  throwing  himself  exhausted 
into  a  chair. 

He  came  from  St.  Cloud,  where  his  regiment 
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of  cuirassiers  was  quartered.  A  troop  of  them 
furnished  a  guard  every  day  for  the  palace  where 
the  Court  was  staying,  but  their  colonel  was  now 
chiefly  engrossed  in  equipping  them  for  war. 

They  were  a  superb  body  of  men,  these 
troopers  of  Eoland's,  not  one  of  them  less  than 
five  foot  ten  in  height.  They  wore  blue  tunics 
with  red  facings,  scarlet  trousers,  breast -plates, 
and  heavy  helmets,  with  red  plumes  and  black 
horse-hair  tails,  which  flowed  down  the  riders' 
backs.  Martial  ardour  was  ablaze  amono:  them, 
for  they  were  longing  to  sabre  down  the  Prus- 
sians, and  they  presented  a  formidable  appearance 
on  parade,  when  not  too  closely  looked  at. 

So  long  as  you  eyed  them  in  a  body,  it  was. 
w^ell ;  but  when  the  mount,  arms,  and  accoutre- 
ments of  each  separate  trooper  were  inspected, 
defects  stood  out  which  scandalized  a  colonel  so 
particular  about  horses  and  equipments  as  Eoland 
was,  so  that  from  the  moment  when  the  Due 
d'Alma  had  taken  command  of  the  regiment,  he 
had  known  no  rest. 

Perhaps  it  was  a  good  thing  for  him  that  he 
should  have  had  regimental  worries  to  efiace 
private  troubles  from  his  mind.  One  pain  drives 
away  another.     But  it  was  not  a  good  thing  for 
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France  that  one  of  her  colonels  should  have  had 
this  kind  of  solace. 

The  cry  throughout  the  French  army,  muffled 
in  some  quarters,  outspoken  in  others,  but  every- 
where despairing,  was,  even  at  this  period,  ''Not 
ready  !  " 

Half  the  horses  in  Eoland's  regiment  were  un- 
fit for  service  ;  the  usual  spring  remounts  had  not 
been  wholly  furnished  that  year,  owing  to  some 
half-formed  plan  of  retrenchment  which  had  been 
contrived  at  the  War  Office  to  suit  parliamentary 
exigencies.  The  Government  had  been  anxious 
to  show  the  Chambers  a  reduction  on  the  military 
estimates,  and  an  insufficient  number  of  charofers 
had  therefore  been  purchased.  But  the  sudden 
declaration  of  war  having  raised  the  price  of 
horses,  the  Government  had  been  driven  to  buy 
in  a  hurry  animals  of  all  sorts — raw  colts,  cart- 
horses, broken-down  cab  and  omnibus  horses ; 
and  these  being  drafted  in  unsightly  herds  to  the 
difi'erent  cavalry  regiments,  colonels  had  to  make 
the  best  of  them. 

It  was  the  same  as  regards  the  accoutrements 
and  clothing  of  the  men. 

At  the  beginning  of  the  year  tunics,  cloaks, 
bags,  boots,  and  side-arms  of  new  patterns  had 
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been  issued  to  some  of  the  men  in  every  regi- 
ment ;  and  the  army  clothing  contractors  and  the 
state  arsenals,  being  now  laid  under  an  over- 
whelming press  of  work  to  supply  tens  of  thou- 
sands of  articles  according  to  these  samples,  at 
a  short  notice,  were  sending  out  tunics  scarcely 
stitched,  boots  with  glued  soles,  belts  without 
buckles,  and  sabres  of  untempered  steel.  The 
confusion  was  maddening.  Organization  and 
control  had  broken  down.  The  War  Office 
officials,  at  their  wits'  end,  were  barking  at  all 
applicants,  complainants  and  querists,  like  watch- 
dogs driven  into  their  kennels.  Growing  utterly 
reckless  in  their  inability  to  stem,  direct,  or 
fathom  the  torrent  of  j)apers  that  was  flowing 
upon  them  from  every  fort,  fortress,  citadel, 
barrack,  and  depot,  these  officials  signed  and 
stamped  documents  without  heeding  whether 
they  sent  to  the  same  address  two  or  three  sets 
of  contradictory  instructions  on  the  same  day. 

"  Monpauvre  ami,  you  look  quite  worn  out," 
said  Aimee,  laying  a  hand  on  her  brother's 
shoulder,  as  he  sat  down  to  table  and  poured 
himself  out  a  tumbler  of  claret  and  water. 

He  allowed  her  to  fill  his  plate  with  some 
cold  pie,  and  he  ate  ;  but  though  he  tried  to  be 
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clieerful,  and  even  playful,  in  liis  affectionate 
answers  to  her  questions,  it  was  evident  that  he 
was  suffering  from  bitter  annoyance. 

"Those  AVar  Office  clerks  are  at  their  old 
games,"  he  said.  "  I  get  an  order  to  hold  a 
squadron  ready  to  start  this  morning,  and  while 
my  men  are  saddliog,  there  comes  another  order 
making  me  give  up  a  hundred  of  my  chargers 
to  furnish  remounts  for  the  4th  Drao-oons.  How 
we  can  be  ready  for  campaigning  in  a  week,  I 
don't  know.  I  have  to  go  to  the  Plaine  of 
Orenelle  this  afternoon  to  pick  horses  in  place 
of  those  they  have  taken  from  me,  but  I  know 
I  shall  only  get  screws  to  choose  from.  I 
shouldn't  wonder  if  I  were  left  in  depot  with  my 
regiment  through  the  whole  war." 

"  Well,  don't  fret  about  it,"  replied  Aimee. 
"  You  are  doing  your  best,  and  if  other  people 
won't  do  their  duty,  the  fault  won't  be  yours." 

"It  is  heart-breaking,  though,  to  see  our  army 
mismanaged  in  this  way,"  muttered  Eoland. 
He  then  changed  the  subject,  and  said  that  he 
must  go  down  to  Chateaufort  to  see  his  grand- 
mother before  he  started.  Dr.  Tregalloan  had 
written  him  a  letter  to  the  same  purport  as  that 
which  had  been  sent  to  the  Count  de  Beaujeu, 
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namely,  to  say  that  the  ]V[arquise  had  caught  a 
severe  cold  from  having  been  dipped  T\'ith  her 
clothes  on  in  cold  water.  "Poor  grandmamma! 
the  doctor  says  she  is  not  in  any  danger ;  but  at 
her  age  everything  is  dangerous.  What  an  idea 
to  take  this  bath  !  '* 

"  Koland,  I've  a  good  mind  to  go  with  you," 
said  Aimee. 

'*  I  wish  you  would,  dear.  I  can  only  stay 
at  the  chateau  for  a  few  hours,  but  you  might 
remain  for  a  few  days,  and  try  to  put  a  stop  to 
those  masquerades  that  are  making  people  laugh.'' 

*'  Masquerades  !  Why,  my  husband  has  just 
been  telling  me  that  the  Nuncio  considers  the 
miracle  very  well  authenticated,  and  he  has  been 
reading  me  a  lecture  on  strong-mindedness." 

"  I  don't  like  these  parodies  of  sacred  things," 
said  Roland,  rising  from  the  table.  "  Chateaufort 
ought  not  to  be  imder  the  governance  of  two 
young  people  like  Jerome  and  Pauline." 

"  I  can't  go  and  live  in  the  place  myself ;  it's 
too  horribly  dull,"  said  Aimee.  "  But  if  I  did  live 
there,  Roland,  I  sliould  not  endeavour  to  stoj) 
the  apparitions,  for  those  wretched  peasants  must 
have  something  to  entertain  them.  They've  not 
theatres  and  cii^cuses  like  our  Parisians,  and  it  is 
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the  least  we  can  do  to  leave  them  their  ghosts 
and  Korrigans." 

"  That  is  one  way  of  looking  at  it." 

"  The  only  way,  I  should  think.  Whom  do 
these  marvels  hurt  ?  not  even  the  disbelievers, 
since  you  say  they  laugh  at  them." 

**  Yes ;  but  I've  heard  some  mess-room 
pleasantries  which  are  not  agreeable.  I  cannot 
stand  up  for  these  ghosts,  and  it  goes  against 
the  grain  with  me  to  hear  anything  al^out 
Chateaufort  laughed  at.  I  promise  you  there 
will  be  no  more  of  these  profanities  under 
Chateaufort's  next  mistress." 

"  Do  you  mean  Miss  Corrington  ?  " 

"  Yes,  of  course." 

''  If  you  marry  her " 

"  I  shall  marry  her,  if  I  live ;  and  if  I  die  in 
action,  she  will  inherit  as  much  of  my  property 
as  French  law  will  allow  me  to  leave  her." 

"  Her  inheritance  would  only  include  Chateau - 
fort,  if  grandmamma  died  before  you,"  answered 
Aimee,  biting  her  lips.  "  But  seriously,  Roland, 
are  you  so  infatuated  that  you  would  leave  away 
a  family  estate  to  a  stranger  ?  Think  of  the 
crop  of  lawsuits  you  would  raise  !  We  should 
all  attack  Miss  Corrington  for  undue  influence." 
VOL.  u.  38 
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Slie  spoke  in  jest,  yet,  by  a  ring  in  her  voice, 
Eoland  guessed  that  she  was  half  in  earnest,  and 
he  frowned.  He  had  just  buckled  his  belt,  and 
was  drawing  on  his  white  doeskin  gloves. 

"  Why,  you  and  your  husband  are  rich 
enough,  Aimee.  What  could  you  want  with  my 
money  ? " 

''  I  was  only  joking,  of  course,"  laughed 
Aimee,  colouring.  "  But  you  are  not  killed  yet, 
nor  are  likely  to  be.  You  make  me  think  of 
a  bear  disposing  of  his  own  fur — quite  a  love- 
sick bear,  too.  I  was  beginning  to  hope  that  war 
was  curing  you  of  your  passion.  Does  my  future 
sister-in-law  write  to  you  every  day  ? " 

''  She  has  only  written  once  since  I  left 
England,"  replied  Eoland,  moodily.  "  The  poor 
child  does  not  know  what  to  say  to  me  ;  she 
is  as  puzzled  as  I  am  to  account  for  the  crime 
which  separated  us." 

"  I  should  think  she  might  set  the  English 
police  to  work." 

"  Oh,  the  truth  will  all  be  discovered  some 
day  ! "  exclaimed  Eoland,  slashing  angrily  at  his 
boot  with  his  heavy  riding-whip.  The  blood 
mounted  to  his  face  as  he  spoke,  and  the  purpose 
of  vengeance  gleamed  from  his  eyes  in  a  way 
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that  would  have  made  both  Grachard  and 
Claverley  wince  if  they  had  been  there  to  see. 
"The  infuriating  part  of  the  matter,"  he  con- 
tinued, in  a  troubled  voice,  "is  that  most  of 
my  English  friends  appear  to  think  that  I  left 
England  on  purpose.  "  Gertrude's  parents  evi- 
dently think  so,  and  she,  poor  child,  cannot 
conceal  from  me  that  this  is  the  case." 

"  Ah,  well,  don't  get  excited  about  it,"  said 
Aimee,  in  a  coaxing  tone,  as  she  took  her 
brother's  arm  and  looked  up  into  his  face. 
"  Don't  frown  like  a  big  ferocious  dragoon,  but 
go  off  and  see  to  your  horses,  and  when  you 
come  back  we  will  talk  about  starting  for 
Chateaufort  together.  It  will  be  like  old  days, 
travelling  alone  with  you  ;  but  I  don't  think 
I  shall  spoil  my  holiday  by  talking  with  you 
much  about  Miss  Corrington." 

"  What  is  this  prejudice  of  yours  against 
Gertrude  ?  "  asked  Eoland,  taking  Aimee's  face 
caressingly  in  his  two  hands  and  gazing  down 
into  her  eyes.  "  You  promised  to  be  my  ally  in 
this  match." 

"  So  I  have  been  your  ally,  but  I  cannot  help 
envying  this  English  girl  for  having  what  I 
never  had." 
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''  What  is  that  ? " 

*'  Why,  such  a  faithful  lover." 

The  words  were  kindly  spoken,  and  they 
sped  Roland  away  with  a  little  balm  on  his  heart. 
But  it  need  scarcely  be  said  that  the  Countess  de 
Beaujeu  was  not  in  the  least  reconciled  to  the 
idea  of  seeing  Gertrude  Corrington  become  mis- 
tress of  Chateaufort  in  the  event  of  her  brother  s 
death.  She  had  dissembled  before  Eoland, 
liecause  it  is  not  good  to  contradict  an  impas- 
sioned lover  ;  but  she  agreed  with  her  husband, 
that  Roland  must  have  been  bewitched.  As  the 
natural  result  of  such  musings,  she  was  led  to 
reflect  that  there  might  be  something,  after  all, 
in  the  old  notions  about  sorcery,  omens,  and 
<ipparitions,  and  she  pondered  again  over  her 
husband's  words  about  the  miracle  of  Chateaufort. 
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CHAPTER  XV. 

A   GREAT   MAx's    LITTLE   BUSINESS. 

AiMEE  would  have  marvelled  if  she  could  have 
witnessed  the  strange  scene  that  took  place  in 
her  husband's  study  soon  after  he  had  left  the 
dining-room. 

The  Count  had  a  magnificent  study,  which 
occupied  an  angle  of  the  house,  and  had  windows 
on  two  sides.  A  couple  of  these  overlooked  the 
gardens  of  the  mansion — a  small  park  with  trim 
plats  of  turf,  beds  of  roses  and  geraniums,  marble 
groups  of  statuary,  and  deep  porphyry  basins 
full  of  clear  greenish  water,  in  which  gold  and 
silver  fish  flitted  and  flashed.  The  other  two 
windows,  shaded  with  pink  striped  awnings  and 
leading  to  a  balcony  on  which  stood  huge  blue 
china  pots  full  of  flowers,  commanded  a  view 
of  the  whole  Avenue  des  Champs  Elysees  as  far 
as  the  Tuileries. 
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Many  a  grand  imperial  pageant  had  been 
witnessed  from  those  windows.  Only  three 
years  before,  sixty  thousand  men,  the  flower  of  the 
French  army,  had  been  passed  under  the  trees 
of  the  Avenue  to  be  reviewed  by  the  Sultan 
Abdul  Aziz.  And  now  as  the  Count  entered 
the  room,  he  was  attracted  to  the  balcony  by  the 
music  of  a  passing  regiment — a  regiment  of  that 
invincible  army  at  which  the  Mussulman  had 
stared  with  envious  eyes,  going  to  war  ^itli 
drums  beating,  colours  flying,  and  hopes  bounding 
in  the  bosom  of  each  man. 

There  they  went,  about  two  thousand  of 
them — the  full  strength  of  a  reo^iment  on  war 
footing.  The  little  linesmen,  with  their  red 
trousers  and  cow-skin  knapsacks,  marched  in 
loose  order — their  step  that  quick  elastic  one 
which  is  to  the  heavy  Prussian  tread  as  dance 
music  to  big  drum  play.  Twelve  bearded  sap- 
pers, in  tall  bear-skins  and  white  leather  aprons, 
strode  at  the  front  of  the  regiment,  csiirjmg  axes 
over  their  shoulders,  like  so  many  headsmen.  The 
colonel  rode  proudly,  with  a  hand  on  his  hip ; 
the  tricolour  standards,  surmounted  by  brazen 
imperial  eagles,  fluttered  in  the  dust  and  breeze ; 
and  the  band,  playing  the  "  Marseillaise,"  was 
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answered  by  the  cheers  and  chorusing  of  a  large 
crowd — black  coats  and  blouses,  bonnets  and 
caps,  all  intoxicated  by  that  odour  of  gun- 
powder which  seemed  to  fill  the  air.  The 
Emperor  had  allowed  the  long-proscribed  revo- 
lutionary hymn  to  be  performed  by  the  military 
l)ands,  in  the  hope  that  it  would  inflame  the 
martial  ardour  of  the  nation ;  and  everybody  in 
Paris,  but  especially  the  street  boys,  appeared 
to  rejoice  in  singing  the  first  verse  (somehow 
nobody  is  ever  heard  repeating  the  other  verses) 
of  that  famous  song — 

"  Allons,  enfants  de  la  Patrie, 
Le  jour  de  gloire  est  arrive,"  etc. 

The  Count  de  Beaujeu  turned  from  the  bal- 
cony with  a  grim  smile,  and  shambling  towards  a 
fine  portrait  of  Napoleon  III.,  which  hung  on  one 
of  the  walls,  he  made  a  mock  bow,  chuckling — 

"  You  are  a  great  man,  sire  !  To  have  made 
that  r-rabble  howl  the  '  M-Marseillaise '  to  your 
glory  and  profit  is  a  sharp  thing.  It's  well 
played ! " 

Then  the  Senator  proceeded  to  work.  Some 
might  have  thought  that  a  study  so  luxurious 
as  his  was  really  no  place  for  working.  As  it 
was  replete  with  every  convenience  for  reading, 
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writing,  or  meditation,  tliat  was  almost  a  reason 
why  there  should  be  no  meditation,  writing,  or 
reading  in  it.  The  blotting-paper  in  those  grand 
rooms  is  apt  to  remain  immaculate ;  the  books  so 
strongly  bound  for  use  stand  on  the  shelves  for 
show ;  and  the  thick-pile  carpets,  that  were 
intended  to  deaden  all  sounds  that  might  disturb 
labour,  serve  to  make  the  stillness  which  is  condu- 
cive to  slumber  in  an  easy-chair.  Those  wanting 
the  best  tools  are  not  those  who  can  afford  to  have 
them  ;  so  the  hardest  diamonds  do  not  belong  to 
glass-cutters.  However,  the  Count  de  Beaujeu 
had  so  many  irons,  political  and  financial,  in  the 
fire,  that  he  did  a  great  deal  of  work — work  that 
was  clean,  in  that  it  left  few  stains  on  pens  or 
j)aper,  though  it  might  not  be  so  unsoiling  in 
other  ways. 

A  touch  on  a  hand-bell  brouo^ht  in  the  man 
who  helped  him  in  this  work,  his  secretary,  an 
Alsatian  named  Kleinwort,  who  spoke  with  an 
atrocious  German  brogue.  Kleinwort  carried  a 
sheaf  of  papers. 

''Have  you  prepared  the  rep-report  on  the 
Chateaufort  Eailway  Bill  ? "  asked  the  Senator, 
seated  at  his  desk,  and  not  looking  at  the  secre- 
tary, who  stood  behind  him. 
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"Yes,  M.  le  Gomte ;  here  it  is." 

"  And  the  notes  on  Belgium  ?  " 

"M.  le  Gomte,  I  have  gollectecl  twenty 
coot  instances  of  vat  you  vas  pleased  to  gall 
moral  fiolations  of  de  Pelgian  neutrality.  Dey 
would  make  a  strong  case  vor  annegsation." 

"  Let  me  see.  You  must  c-continue  to  study 
this  question,  Kleinwort.  When  we  have  got 
our  natural  frontiers  on  the  Rhine,  we  shall  seize 
upon  B-Belgium.  I  shall  be  for  striking  while 
the  iron  is  hot,  immediately  after  we  have  dic- 
tated peace  to  Prussia  and  p-placed  French 
garrisons  in  Cologne  and  ^layence.  England 
will  not  move." 

"  Enoiand  orannot  move.  Her  Brime  ^linister, 
he  vill  kive  very  coot  moral  reasons  vor  not 
blaying  a  return  match  with  Vrance  at  Yater- 
loo,"  answered  Kleinwort,  with  a  short  wooden 
laugh. 

"  England  is  dropsical,  and  people  have  been 
taking  her  g-grossness  for  strength,"  stuttered  the 
French  Senator,  contemptuously.  *'But  now  as 
to  the  Bourse  to-day  ? " 

"  Everytinks  is  falling,  M.  le  Gomte.  The 
Credit  General  veil  twenty-vive  vrancs  again. 
Dere  is  not  much  gonfidence  among  those  who 
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have  money ;  and  to-day  dere  vill  be  no  puyers 
for  stogk." 

''  Then  tell  my  broker  to  b-buy  up  all  he 
can  during  the  next  three  days  at  the  lowest 
quotations.  Let  him  do  it  quietly,  and  say 
nothing  that  will  raise  the  market." 

•'You  dink  it  brudent  to  puy  wholesale, 
M.  le  Gomte  ?  Subbose  there  should  be  another 
vail?" 

"  Quotations  cannot  d-drop  lower  than  they 
are  now,"  said  the  Count,  consulting  a  share  list. 

"  Subbose  our  armies  are  peaten,  den  dey 
vill  vail  verry  much  lower,"  observed  Kleinwort. 
''  As  for  dat  Credit  General,  it  will  be  ruined. 
De  defeat  of  our  armies  would  mean  de  over- 
throw of  de  Empire  and  de  establishment  of  a 
Eebublic,  and  de  Credit  General  could  not  live 
without  de  support  vitch  de  Imberial  Govern- 
ment has  given  it.  I  would  be  brudent,  M.  le 
Gomte." 

The  Count's  writing-chair,  revolving  on  a 
pivot,  enabled  him  without  exertion  to  turn 
round  and  confront  his  secretary.  As  will  have 
been  gathered  from  a  Teutonic  accent,  which  it 
has  been  attempted  to  render  into  English, 
Kleinwort's  French  speaking  "  flayed  the  ears  " 
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of  a  listener.  Hailing  from  Mulhouse,  he  was 
French  by  virtue  of  the  treaty  of  Aix-la-Chapelle, 
but  in  physiognomy,  speech,  and  character  as 
German  as  if  his  infant  teeth  had  gnawed  their 
first  sausage  on  the  banks  of  the  Spree.  He  had 
a  pear-shaped,  hairless  face,  pointed  at  the  chin, 
broad  at  the  forehead,  lank  hair,  high  cheek- 
bones, a  dull,  earthy  complexion,  and  steel - 
rimmed  spectacles.  Tall  and  bony,  having  knotty 
finger-joints,  long  arms,  and  long  feet,  Klein- 
wort  dressed  in  black  clothes,  with  a  low  even- 
ing waistcoat  and  a  turn-down  collar,  out  of  which 
his  thin  neck  rose  to  such  a  height  that  the  head 
upon  it  seemed  perched  on  a  stalk. 

If  Kleinwort  spoke  French  with  an  atrocious 
accent,  it  could  be  said  in  his  favour  that  he 
spoke  several  other  languages  in  just  the  same 
way.  His  master  found  in  him  all  those  accom- 
plishments and  qualities  which  are  not  to  be  met 
with  in  a  French  secretary ;  for  your  Frenchman 
is  flighty  and  unlearned,  ambitious,  sensitive, 
and  a  rebel  to  discipline.  The  French  secretary 
to  a  man  of  importance  glories  in  the  honorary 
perquisites  of  his  position.  He  lets  everybody 
know  who  he  is ;  he  likes  it  to  be  thought  that 
he  has  influence  ;  he  tries  to  secure  a  badge  of 
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merit  for   his   button-hole    (a    South    American 
order  will  do  if  a  European  be  out  of  his  reach) ; 
and  he  is  so  tender  about  his  dioriitv  that  even 
a  reproach  about  his  handwriting  brings  a  flush 
to  his  brow,  with  some  passing  idea  of  instantly 
tendering  his  resignation.      Kleiawort    had  the 
erudition  of  a  professor ;  he  worked  hard  as  an 
omnibus  horse,  and  he  had  no  objection  to  be 
treated  as  a  menial.     To  read  Schopenhauer  and 
Strauss  was  his  intellectual  relaxation  ;  to  smoke 
pipes  all  alone  in  his  small  room  on  the  topmost 
story  of  the  Hotel  de  Beaujeu,  the  only  form  of 
dissipation    in   which   he    indulged.       He    loved 
some    far-away  '  Lenchen/    to   whom  he  wrote 
long,  long  letters ;  and  he  had  neither  religion, 
principles,  nor  scruples,   only  the  habit  of  obe- 
dience and  the  iastiact  of  discretion     To  drop  a 
secret    into    Kleinwort's  ear  was  like    throwing 
a  stone  down  a  drain  ;  not  a  ripple  on  his  face 
betrayed  what  he  had  received. 

"  You  never  play  cards,  Kleiawort  ? "  asked 
the  Senator,  looking  with  a  sHaht  sneer  at  his 
circumspect  secretary. 

"  Nein,  M.  le  Gomte  ;  at  chess  sometimes." 
**'  Quite  right,  stick  to  that  game  ;  it's  safer. 
But  I  see  you  do  not  know  what  playing  for 
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high  stakes  means.  I  know  what  I  am  about  in 
telling  you  to  buy  up.  So  just  obey  me.  Is 
there  any  one  waiting  to  see  me  ? " 

"  Yes,  a  man  who  has  been  here  at  least  one 
hour  and  a  half — M.  Quirolo  or  Quiroule." 

**  Show  in  M.  Quiroule,"  said  the  Count,  in 
an  easy  tone,  "  and  remember  m-my  instructions 
about  the  Bourse." 

Pierre  Quiroule,  no  longer  dressed  as  a 
pedlar,  but  as  a  man  of  fashion,  was  ushered 
into  the  room,  and  made  several  deep  obeisances 
to  the  Count  de  Beaujeu  from  the  moment  he 
crossed  the  threshold.  These  the  Senator  barely 
acknowledged  with  a  little  nod ;  in  fact,  he  began 
to  write  a  letter,  and  for  several  minutes  he  took 
no  notice  of  his  visitor,  but  left  him  standing. 

Pierre  Quiroule  seemed  to  expect  no  more 
civil  treatment.  The  fellow's  handsome  face, 
which  had  made  Odette's  heart  beat,  might  well 
have  turned  the  heads  of  many  other  girls.  With 
his  nice  clothes  he  might  have  passed  in  the  streets 
for  a  cavalry  officer  or  a  prosperous  artist.  But 
his  attitude  in  the  Count's  study  was  not  that 
which  he  assumed  in  the  street.  His  large  eyes 
were  fastened  with  abject  humility  on  the  Count's, 
like  a  dog's  waiting  for  the  master's  word.     At 
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last  the  Count,  ^dtliout  lifting  his  glance  from 
the  paper  on  which  his  quill  pen  scratched  loudly, 
said,  "  Well,  everything  has  gone  off  properly  ?  " 
"  Everything,  sir,"  answered  Quiroule,  in  a 
whispered  tone,  and  keeping  at  a  respectful 
distance.  "  Pilgrims  are  already  flocking  in 
shoals." 

"  Come  nearer,  and  don't  whisper.  How 
much  land  have  you  managed  to  get  me  ?  " 

"  A  great  deal,  sir ;  three  farms,  a  strip  of 
the  heath  through  which  any  line  of  rail  would 
certainly  have  to  pass,  and  a  piece  of  the  moor- 
land facing  the  sandy  part  of  the  sea-shore,  quite 
enough  to  build  two  or  three  streets  upon." 

"And  you  have  bought  the  Three  Gulls  inn  ?  " 
"  The  purchase-money  was  paid  three  days 
before  the  apparition." 

"Good,  then,"  proceeded  the  Count,  folding 
up  his  letter  T^ith  as  much  deliberation  as  the 
palsied  tremor  in  his  fingers  would  allow.  "  You 
will  be  able  to  make  your  f-fortune  by  turning 
that  inn  into  a  first-class  hotel.  We  shall  soon 
oet  a  line  of  rail  constructed  to  Chateaufort.  I 
will  take  care  that  many  ladies  of  rank  go  on  a 
pilgrimage  to  the  m-miraculous  spring,  and  that 
doctors   recommend   the    hygienic   properties  of 
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the  water  and  the  b-bracing  quality  of  the  air  on 
that  part  of  the  sea-coast.  I  will  build  a  casino, 
shops,  villas,  and  in  two  years  Chateaufort  will 
have  become  a  fashionable  sea-bathing  place,  and 
have  as  many  pilgrims  as  Lourdes  or  Fecamp. 
It  will  be  a  g-good  speculation." 

"  It  cannot  fail,  sir,"  answered  Quiroule, 
whose  deep  abasement  of  manner  made  him  in- 
voluntarily sink  his  tone  again  as  he  spoke. 
"No  apparition  ever  came  more  opportunely. 
Some  have  accepted  it  as  a  portent  of  the  coming- 
war,  others  connect  it  with  the  Due  d'Alma's 
intention  of  marrying  a  Protestant ;  but  there 
are  no  sceptics." 

"  Well,  you've  done  your  work  satisfactorily, 
and,  as  I  p-promised,  you  shall  have  that  hotel  as 
your  reward,"  said  the  Count,  drily.  "'•'  You'd 
better  go  back  now  to  Chateaufort,  and  help  to 
keep  the  popular  faith  in  those  parts  at  the 
proper  temperature.     I  won't  detain  you." 

But  Pierre  Quiroule  did  not  move,  and  the 
Count,  lookiug  up  after  a  moment  with  an  air 
of  displeasure  at  his  being  still  in  the  room, 
saw  on  the  man's  features  signs  of  an  emcjtion 
which  he  was  trying  hard  but  ineffectually  to 
master. 
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"  Sir,"  he  said,  in  "an  imploring  voice,  "  you 
promised  me  that  if  I  served  you  well  you  would 
use  your  powerful  influence  to  get  me  the  only 
thing  in  the  world  I  covet." 

"  Well,  I  have  given  you  money,"  replied  the 
Count. 

"  I  care  nothing  for  money,  sir,"  exclaimed 
Quiroule,  making  with  both  hands  a  whole- 
hearted gesture,  as  if  he  were  emptying  his  two 
pockets  on  the  carpet.  "  I  would  give  all  I 
have." 

''  Don't  talk  nonsense." 

*'  At  least,  my  money  will  be  of  little  value 
to  me  without  that  one  thing,"  repeated  Quiroule, 
more  calmly. 

"  Let  me  see,  what  is  that  one  thino-  ?  Do 
you  want  to  be  made  a  cardinal,  a  judge  ?  I 
have  so  many  p-petitions  pressed  on  me." 

*'  Only  a  little  piece  of  red  ribbon,"  said 
Pierre  Quiroule,  in  a  voice  of  the  most  wistful 
supplication. 

"  Ah,  yes ;  you  want  to  be  created  a  Knight 
of  the  Legion  of  Honour.  I  re-remember  now," 
said  the  Senator  with  a  shrug;  ''but  the  matter 
is  one  of  difliculty." 

"  Not  to  you,  sir  ;  a  few  words  from  you  can 
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give  me  back  character  and  the  possibility  of 
beo-inningr  life  ao^ain  as  an  honest  man.  If  I  can 
wear  that  red  ribbon,  nobody  will  suspect  what  I 
have  been,  and — and,  sir,  I  am  tired  of  the  work 
I  have  been  doing." 

"  You  chose  it  for  yourself,  my  man,  and  it 
seems  to  me  you  want  to  retire  from  business  too 
young.  However,  you've  had  my  promise,  and  I 
shall  keep  it  at  my  own  time.  I  may  want  you 
to  do  me  another  service." 

The  animation  died  out  of  Pierre  Quiroule's 
eyes,  and  gave  way  to  a  look  of  sulky  resigna- 
tion. "  I  am  at  your  orders,  sii' ;  only  let  me 
hope  I  may  have  my  reward  in  the  end." 

There  were  not  a  few  men  like  Pierre  Quiroule 
among  the  lower  myrmidons  of  the  Second  Empire. 
The  fellow  was  a  Corsican,  on  the  stalf  of  the 
political  department  of  the  police,  and  he  was 
employed  to  do  a  great  variety  of  curious  fancy 
work.  Now  he  would  appear  at  a  Court  ball, 
dressed  like  a  foreign  officer,  not  so  much  to  guard 
the  Emperor's  person  as  to  pick  up  words  of  con- 
versation that  might  fall  from  public  men  ;  now 
he  would  disguise  himself  like  a  workman,  join 
secret  political  associations,  or  help  to  form  such  ; 
and  sometimes,  when  the  Government  wanted  to 
VOL.  n.  39 
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frighten  the  bourgeoisie  with  street  riots,  to  show 
that  the  revolutionary  spirit  was  not  extinct  in 
the  country,  he  would  stir  up  bands  of  boys — 
dupes  and  desperadoes — to  conflicts  with  police- 
men. He  often  journeyed  about  as  a  commercial 
traveller  or  pedlar  in  districts  where  a  contested 
election  was  to  be  held,  and  spread  defamatory 
stories  about  the  opposition  candidates.  x\t 
market-town  tables  cVhote  and  in  village  wine- 
shops he  gave  marvellous  accounts  of  the  aggres- 
sive designs  of  foreign  powers  against  France — 
designs  always  foiled  by  the  Emperor's  sagacity — 
and  he  would  affirm  that  the  foremost  men  of 
the  Liberal  party,  men  like  Thiers,  Jules  Favre, 
Gambetta,  Ferry,  were  in  the  pay  of  Prussia. 

He  spoke  so  well,  and  had  such  experience  in 
suitinof  his  words  to  the  understandins:  of  his 
hearers,  that  he  never  went  anywhere  without 
leaving  some  lie  that  would  stick.  He  was,  indeed, 
always  doing  mischief ;  for  if  not  very  busy  he 
would — simply  to  while  away  the  time — stroll 
into  a  bookseller's  shop,  offer  the  man  some 
prohibited  anti-Napoleonic  works  published  in 
Belo'ium,  then  oo  and.  denounce  him  as  a  retailer 
of  contraband,  thereby  leaving  him  to  the  mercies 
of  other   police-spies,   who    either   levied   hush- 
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money  from  him  or,  failing  to  do  this,  had  him 
prosecuted.  At  times  Pierre  Quiroule  was  com- 
missioned to  bring  out  incendiary  newspapers,  in 
order  to  discredit  the  Republican  party.  These 
sheets  would  be  allowed  to  circulate  so  long  as 
the  police  thought  proper  ;  then  they  would  be 
suppressed,  and  the  writers  whom  Quiroule  had 
collected — the  maddest  among  those  who  call 
themselves  Communists  or  Socialists — would  be 
swept  off  to  prison. 

At  such  work  as  this  a  man  quickly  amasses 
money,  and  Pierre  Quiroule  was  well  off.  As 
a  Corsican  he  gloried  in  his  treachery,  for  the  men 
of  his  island  used  to  be  devoted  to  the  Bona- 
partes,  and  it  had  long  seemed  to  Quiroule  that 
in  pitting  his  cunning  against  the  malice  of 
Napoleon  III.'s  enemies  he  was  merely  assisting 
in  the  orderly  business  of  government.  An 
instinctive  national  hatred  against  the  French 
served  also  to  whet  his  eaoerness  in  brino^in^ 
Frenchmen  to  trouble.  But,  growing  affluent, 
Quiroule  had  begun  to  feel  his  conscience  get 
more,  tender  ;  and  of  late  he  had  been  hungering 
for  respectability,  or  rather  for  that  badge  of  it 
(which  all  Frenchmen,  say  what  they  please, 
acknowledge),  the  ribbon  of  the  Legion  of  Honour. 
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That  is  why  lie  had  temporarily  entered  the 
Count  de  Beaujeu's  secret  service.  There  was  no 
chance  of  Pierre  Quiroule  getting  a  decoration 
unless  a  man  of  high  position  recommended  him 
for  it ;  but  he  had  set  eyes  on  the  Count  as  a 
likely  man,  for  he  knew  this  Senator  to  be  a 
personage  of  many  intrigues,  and  he  thought 
that  his  intellectual  and  moral  decrepitude  would 
make  him  easy  to  wheedle.  He  had  found  the 
Count  not  easy  to  wheedle,  but,  having  begun  to 
serve  him,  he  meant  to  persevere  until  he  got  his 
much-coveted  recompense. 

It  occurred  to  M.  de  Beaujeu,  as  Quiroule 
stood  there  gulping  down  his  disappointment 
with  a  wretched  face,  that  the  rogue  might  be 
utilized  in  worming  out  the  true  facts  as  to 
Eoland  d' Alma's  late  adventures  in  England. 

To  the  Count  de  Beaujeu  these  adventures 
were  incomprehensible.  At  first,  he  had  been 
indifferent  to  Eoland's  marriage ;  but  now  that 
there  was  at  least  a  possibility  of  his  brother-in- 
law  being  killed  in  war,  it  became  undesirable 
that  the  Duke's  fortune  should  be  secured  in  any 
way  to  !Miss  Corrington.  The  Count  de  Beaujeu, 
as  we  have  seen,  was  a  heavy  speculator,  and  that 
vear   some    of    his   investments    had    not    been 
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successful.  He  hoped  to  recoup  himself  by  a 
prodigious  haul  in  playing  for  a  rise  on  the 
Bourse  —  the  rise  to  be  produced  by  French 
victories ;  but,  of  course,  he  might  be  a  loser, 
and  in  that  case,  supposing  Roland  died,  it 
would  be  good  to  have  the  latter's  fortune  to 
fall  back  upon.  "  x4nd  if  our  armies  are  beaten, 
there  are  ten  chances  to  one  that  Roland  will 
be  killed,"  thought  the  Count.  "  We  can  only 
be  beaten  after  terrific  resistance,  and  the  colonel 
of  a  cuirassier  regiment  would  be  in  the  hottest 
of  the  battle." 

"  You  mi-might  serve  me  by  running  over 
to  an  English  town  called  Lewbury,"  he  said 
suddenly  to  Pierre  Quiroule.  And  then  he  gave 
a  short  account  of  Roland's  "  entanglements," 
adding,  "  I  cannot  understand  how  the  dramatic 
denouement  came  about.  My  brother-in-law  was 
assaulted,  drugged,  and  kidnapped,  as  he  says. 
Try  and  find  out  all  ab-about  it.  You  m-may 
at  the  same  time  circulate  anything  you  may 
think  li-likely  to  keep  him  and  this  Mademoiselle 
Corrington  apart.  Any  proofs  that  mademoiselle 
and  her  old  admirer,  the  doctor,  are  still  on  good 
terms  would  be  wel-welcome.  It  looks  to  me 
as   if  mademoiselle  were  being   forced   into  an 
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en- engagement  against  her  will  by  her  parents, 
for  the  sake  of  the  Duke's  money,  and  the  doctor 
knowing  this  kidnapjDed  my  brother-in-law — 
pro-bably  with  her  consent.  Do  you  under, 
stand?" 

"  Yes,  M.  le  Comte.  But  you  have  men- 
tioned Timon  Grachard  ;  I  know  him  well." 

"  He  is  a  political  proscript  sentenced  to 
death  for  a  plot  on  the  Emp-Emperor's  life. 
Was  it  a  real  p-plot,  or  one  of  your  machina- 
tion ? " 

"It  was  genuine  enough,  sir,  and  I  disclosed 
it.  Grachard  probably  hates  me  more  than  any 
man  alive." 

"That  is  your  af- affair.  Everybody  ha-hates 
everybody  so  far  as  I  can  see ;  but  don't  go  into 
this — this  business  if  you  are  afraid." 

"  I'm  not  afraid,  sir,'  said  Quiroule,  with  a 
curl  of  the  lip. 

"Well,  you  can  assist  me  in  rescuing  my 
brother-in-law  from  the  hands  of  an  adventuress. 
That  service  may  deserve  the  Legion  of  Honour, 
which,  remember,  will  ad-admit  you  to  the 
ranks  of  those  whose  cha- characters  are  above 
reproach." 

Pierre  Quiroule  glanced  at  the  red  rosette  in 


A   GREAT   man's    LITTLE   BUSINESS.  279 

the  Count's  own  button-hole,  and  a  slight  smile 
passed  over  his  lips. 

"  One  word  more,  sir,"  he  whispered,  drawing 
nearer  to  the  table.  "  I  will  give  you  a  proof 
that  I  am  devoted  to  your  interests.  Beware  of 
your  secretary.'' 

"  Of  Kleinwort  ?  Why  ? "  asked  the  Count, 
starting  in  his  chair  and  slightly  changing  colour. 

"  M.  Kleinwort  says  he  is  an  Alsatian," 
continued  Pierre  Quiroule ;  "  but  his  brogue  is 
not  that  of  Alsace.  Tt  is  that  of  Prussia.  The 
two  are  very  diflferent." 

''  You're  mistaken,  man  !  "  answered  the 
Count.  "  Kleinwort  has  offended  you,  and  you 
are  sp-spiting  him." 

"  Kleinwort  is  always  boorish  and  insolent  to 
me,"  admitted  the  Corsican.  "  If  it  were  not  so, 
I  should  doubtless  have  left  him  to  play  his  own 
game  with  you,  as  it  is  no  business  of  mine. 
But  I  am  not  mistaken  about  him.  I  should 
advise  you,  sir,  to  put  no  State  secrets  into  his 
possession,  or  they  may  go  to  Berlin.  My 
suspicion  is  that  he  is  a  Prussian  spy." 

"It  is  your  trade  to  suspect,"  muttered  the 
Count,  regaining  his  usual  diplomatic  composure  ; 
but  he  was  evidently  ill  at  ease,  and  fright  was 
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leo-ible    on   his   face    for    several    minutes    after. 

o 

Pierre  Quiroule  had  retired,  making  a  low  bow. 
***** 

Quiroule  had  said  nothing  about  Odette  in 
this  interview.  To  have  named  the  girl  who  had 
assisted  him  in  performing  the  Chateaufort 
miracle  would  have  been  to  give  away  a  share  of 
glory  in  that  operation  ;  but  indeed,  Pierre  did 
not  so  much  as  think  of  Odette  now  that  he  had 
deserted  her.  He  left  for  England  that  same 
evening  to  discharge  his  errand  of  collecting 
gossips  and  spreading  untruths  in  Lewbury. 

He  must  have  actually  passed  Odette  as  he 
walked  to  the  St.  Lazare  railway-station,  bag  in 
hand,  for  she  had  then  been  two  days  in  Paris, 
and  was  spending  most  of  her  time  in  loitering 
about  the  Kue  du  Havre  and  the  colonnade  round 
the  yard  of  the  station.  She  could  not  have 
recognized  him  at  a  glance  in  his  Parisian 
clothes,  however ;  nor  could  he  have  readily  de- 
tected her,  for  she,  too,  had  changed  her  costume. 
She  had  fallen  in  with  a  chance  friend — a  Breton 
servant-girl  out  of  place — who  had  been  long 
enough  in  Paris  to  learn  its  ways,  and  who,  after 
helping  her  to  find  a  lodging,  was  now  assisting 
her  to  get  rid  of  her  money.     Odette  had  not  yet 
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made  up  her  mind  to  call  on  tlie  Countess  de 
Beaujeu  in  redemption  of  the  promise  which  she 
had  made  to  the  Abbe  J  uva. 

Her  object  was  to  find  Pierre  Quiroule,  and 
her  friend  the  maid-servant  suo^orested  —  not 
without  a  sly  laugh  in  the  sleeve — that  she  had 
better  keep  a  look-out  on  all  the  trains  that 
started  for  Brittany.  There  were  about  a  dozen 
of  these  trains  daily,  and  Odette,  on  the  mere 
chance  that  Pierre  might  be  accustomed  to  travel 
on  the  Breton  line,  watched  for  them  all.  Thus 
she  would  almost  to  a  certainty  have  seen  the 
Duke  and  the  Countess  de  Beaujeu  if  the  two 
had  gone  to  Chateaufort  together,  as  Koland  had 
arranged. 

But  Eoland  found  himself  unable  to  carry  out 
his  intention.  One  of  those  aggravating  War 
Ofiice  orders  came,  enjoining  him  to  start  for  the 
frontier  within  a  week,  just  after  another  order 
had  consigned  his  regiment  to  depot  duty  and 
had  taken  away  about  a  hundred  of  its  horses. 
It  turned  out  that  the  second  order  was  that 
which  had  to  be  obeyed.  The  colonel  had  to 
mount  and  equip  his  men  as  he  could,  and  it  was 
out  of  the  question  that  he  should  leave  the 
environs  of  Paris,  even  for  a  few  hours.     Happily 
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a  letter  from  Pauline  to  Aimee  brought  biin 
reassuring  news  of  his  grandmother's  health,  and 
added,  "  We  have  thouo-ht  it  best  to  conceal 
from  dear  madame  that  my  cousin  Eoland  is 
ofoins:  to  war.  She  is  so  weak  that  w^e  fear  the 
tidings  would  give  her  a  great  shock,  unless  my 
cousin  w'ere  present  here  to  console  her." 

"  Better  not  cause  her  useless  sorrow^,"  thought 
Roland ;  and  he  resolved,  though  somewhat 
reluctantly,  not  to  press  his  sister  to  go  and  carry 
a  farew^ell  for  him  to  their  mother's  mother. 
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CHAPTER  XVI. 

TO    HORSE  ! 

Lewbury  had  relapsed  into  its  usual  dull  decorum 
since  the  great  bubble  of  the  French  marriage 
had  burst  there.  The  situation  after  Roland's 
mysterious  departure  may  be  described  as 
Gertrude  and  Kate  standing  up  for  the  Duke 
against  all  the  world  who  believed  him  false. 
Dick  was,  of  course,  on  the  side  of  his  sisters,  but 
he  had  returned  to  Woolwich. 

It  will  be  remembered  that  when  Roland 
telegraphed  from  Dieppe  to  inform  Gertrude  that 
he  was  safe,  the  Marquis  de  Maisonbelle  sup- 
pressed that  telegram  ;  so  that  the  first  tidings 
about-  Roland,  after  the  alarm  caused  by  his  sup- 
posed murder,  reached  the  family  at  Kingshouse, 
through  the  telegram  which  had  been  sent  to 
Barney  ordering  him  to  return  to  France  with  his 
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master's  effects.  It  was  not  till  two  days  later 
that  Gertrude  heard  directly  from  her  lover  ;  in 
the  meantime  she  had  the  grief  and  humiliation, 
not  of  feeling  Eoland  untrue,  for  that  she  never 
thought  a  moment,  but  of  feeling  that  almost 
everybody  suspected  him  of  having  fled  from  her 
to  avoid  a  scrape. 

It  made  matters  worse  that  Eoland  was  un- 
able to  tell  Gertrude  how  and  by  whom  he  had 
been  spirited  away. 

"  You  must  not  blame  people,  dear,"  said 
Kate,  in  one  of  her  many  endeavours  to  soothe 
Gertrude's  irritation  against  unsympathetic 
parents,  friends,  and  neighbours.  ''  People  mis- 
trust a  mystery  as  they  fear  the  dark,  and  then 
'  les  absents  ont  toujours  tort^  and  then  again 
Eoland  failed  in  what  he  tried.  If  he  had  married 
you,  it  would  have  been  a  young  Lochinvar  sort 
of  business — very  brave  and  beautiful ;  but  it 
did  not  succeed." 

''  Owing  to  an  infamous  plot  between  Dr. 
Claverley  and  those  Frenchmen,"  interrupted 
Gertrude,  vehemently. 

"I  do  believe  there  was  a  plot,  dear ;  but 
Dr.  Claverley  says  there  was  only  a  duel,  and 
you  see  he  let  himself  be  suspected  of  all  sorts  of 
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things  during  a  whole  clay  sooner  than  speak  a 
few  words  which  might  have  got  those  French- 
men into  trouble.  People  think  that  was  high- 
minded  on  his  part,  and  there  has  been  a  reaction 
in  his  favour." 

"  Papa  has  shaken  hands  with  him,  hasn't 
he?'' 

"  Well,  you  know,  dear,  how  papa  is  when 
there's  a  duty  to  be  done.  He  considers  that  he 
owed  the  doctor  reparation.  Mamma,  having 
no  will  of  her  own,  has  come  to  think  like 
him." 

Mrs.  Corrington,  indeed,  had  adopted  current 
opinion  about  the  Duke.  The  failure  of  her 
daughter's  marriage  was  as  the  spoiling  by  rain 
of  a  gorgeous  set  of  fireworks  pompously  prepared. 
She  was  going  to  dazzle  the  world,  and  the  world 
was  tittering  at  her  bouquet,  which  would  not 
go  oflf.  Self-reproach  for  her  own  officiousness  in 
promoting  a  match  which  had  ended  in  mortifi- 
cation made  her  for  a  few  days  lackadaisical  and 
ashamed,  then  querulous.  When  day  after  day 
brought  some  fresh  letter  from  Paris,  she  grew 
alarmed  that  the  Duke  should  thus  g^o  on  writin"- 
to  Gertrude.  What  was  the  use  of  exciting  the 
girl  in  that  way  ?     Why  not  consider  the  match 
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as  broken  off  and  Gertrude  as  free  to  accept 
other  offers,  should  she  be  lucky  enough  to  get 
any  ? 

Gertrude  treasured  Koland's  letters  jealously  ; 
she  let  nobody  read  them,  not  even  Kate.  Quota- 
tions from  these  letters,  sent  up  to  the  day  when 
Koland  rode  into  action,  will  give  an  idea  of 
the  distracting  anxieties  under  which  the  young 
colonel  corresponded  with  his  betrothed. 

His  first  letter  was  posted  on  the  day  after  he 
reached  Paris.  Unable  to  recollect  how  he  had 
been  conjured  out  of  England,  and  still  smarting 
from  the  wound  in  his  head,  he  gave  an  account 
of  his  day  at  Dieppe,  and  then  added  vows  of  his 
unutterable  fidelity. 

"  I  cannot  say  more  about  the  dastardly 
ambuscade  into  which  I  appear  to  have  been 
drawn,  my  darling ;  for  it  hurts  me  to  think,  and 
it  is  of  no  use.  Whether  these  men  intended 
to  inflict  a  deadly  injury  upon  me,  or  only  to 
make  me  ridiculous,  I  cannot  guess,  nor  do  I  care. 
They  shall  be  terribly  punished  when  I  have 
time  to  track  them  out,  and  they  will  not  have 
j:)  re  vented  our  marriage,  my  darling,  unless  indeed 
I  die  in  battle.  But  why  should  I  fall  ?  I  am 
full  of  hope.     After  the  war  we  shall  be  married 
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without  any  secrecy  or  doubtful  rite.  I  am  going 
presently  to  see  my  notary,  M.  Eagotin,  and  will 
instruct  him  to  take  the  necessary  legal  steps  to 
bear  down  my  grandmother's  opposition.  Poor 
lady,  she  will  fret,  but  not  for  long,  1  hope,  and 
I  cannot  help  it.  My  first  duty  is  to  you.  Again 
I  say  I  am  full  of  confidence.  All  France  is 
eager  for  the  fray.  I  hear  the  war-cries  of  little 
boys  in  the  streets  as  I  write,  and  I  close  this  in 
haste — fain  as  I  would  hnger  to  talk  with  you 
yet  awhile — because  in  another  hour  I  must  begin 
my  work  of  soldiering." 

When  he  wrote  this,  Roland  had  not  yet  seen 
his  regiment.  His  next  letter,  written  on  the 
following  day,  glowed  with  enthusiasm  and  bristled 
with  points  of  interjection,  being  written  in  his 
native  tono-ue. 

o 

"  What  a  spectacle,  my  darling  !  Oh,  how  1 
wish  you  had  been  by  my  side  that  your  pretty 
blue  eyes  might  have  reflected  the  flashing  of 
all  those  breastplates  !  I  was  wearing  my  cui- 
rassier uniform  for  the  first  time  (my  little  sister 
ordered  one  for  me  the  other  day,  as  soon  as 
I  was  gazetted),  and  though  I  had  to  keep  the 
bandage  on  my  head,  the  heavy  helmet  weighed 
no  more  than  a  J:epi,  and  the  breastplate  was  like 
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a  summer  vest,  so  light  was  my  heart  beneath  it. 
The  late  War  Minister  suppressed  the  bands  in 
cavalry  regiments,  so  we  have  only  a  fanfare — 
that  is,  trumpeters;  but  these  made  a  grand 
flourish,  I  assure  you,  when  the  lieutenant- 
colonel  had  read  my  commission  to  them,  and  I 
felt  tempted  to  wave  my  sabre  and  give  one  of 
your  English  hurrahs.  But  that  would  not  have 
been  military  ;  so  I  sat  with  forced  coldness  on 
my  charger,  returning  the  salute  of  each  troop  as 
it  trotted  by  for  my  inspection,  and  I  thought 
with  exultation  of  the  thundering  galops  which 
those  brave  fellows  and  I  would  soon  have  over 
the  German  Ehineland  together  !  " 

The  next  letter  was  composed  in  a  much  more 
sober  vein.  By  that  time  Eoland  had  seen  below 
the  surface  of  things. 

''Cavalry  Barracks,  St.  Cloud, 

"July  22,  1870. 

*'  My  BELOVED  Gertrude, 

''  I  have  received  your  short  note.  Why 
was  it  not  longer  ?  I  kiss  the  dear  writing,  and 
I  thank  you,  my  sweet  love,  for  all  that  it  con- 
tains. It  has  brought  me  encouragement  at  a 
time   when   I   sadly  needed  it.     Do   not  repeat 


TO    HOKSE  !  289 

anything  I  say  to  you  about  the  state  of  our 
armies,  for  I  have  no  business  to  write  of  such 
things  ;  but  I  tell  you  the  truth  as  to  my  wife. 
Dear  child,  it  is  dreadful  !  If  all  the  regi- 
ments are  in  as  bad  plight  as  mine,  we  shall  be 
like  a  man  croiucr  out  to  fioht  with  one  arm  tied 
behind  his  back" 

"July  23. 
"  I  have  been  working  nine  hours  at  my  desk 
to  prepare  a  report  for  the  AVar  Office  of  things 
that  we  want.  Finally,  I  lost  patience,  and  wrote 
in  large  letters,  with  a  dash  underneath,  '  We 
leant  everything.'  Dearest,  you  would  have  both 
laughed  and  cried  if  you  could  have  seen  the  two 
score  of  horses  they  brought  me  this  morning  for 
remounts.  Some  looked  as  if  they  had  escaped 
from  a  knacker's  yard.  I  told  the  remount  cap- 
tain that  I  would  not  sign  a  receipt  for  these  beasts 
as  fit  for  service.  He  said,  '  Take  what  is  sent 
you,  and  be  thankful ;  you  will  get  nothing  better.' 
It  turns  out  that  the  Germans  bought  the  pick 
of  our  horses  in  the  eastern  provinces  during  the 
spring,  and  we  have  only  just  learned  this.  What 
a  state  of  things  !  " 
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"  July  24. 
"  To-day  half  a  dozen  heavily  laden  waggons, 
drawn  by  four  horses  each,  and  escorted  by  a  de- 
tachment of  the  Army  Service  Corps,  entered  our 
barrack  yard  with  a  great  noise.  '  Ammunition 
and  stores  ! '  cried  the  officer  in  charore,  deliverino; 
his  inventory.  We  opened  two  packing  cases 
full  of  sabres  of  a  pattern  that  is  no  longer  used  ; 
in  two  other  cases  were  scabbards  that  did  not 
fit  the  sabres — they  belonged  to  others  sent  else- 
where. Three  big  sacks,  marked  as  containing 
mess  tins,  were  found  to  be  full  of  rice.  Imaoine 
me  in  the  midst  of  this  scene  scolding  the  officer, 
and  being  assured  by  him  that  the  fault  was  not 
his.  AVhose  fault  is  it  ?  That  is  what  we  are  all 
asking.'' 

"  July  25. 
"  This  morning  I  went  up  to  the  War  Office, 
and  saw  a  chief  clerk  about  our  horses.  I  told 
him  that  I  was  willing  to  give  up  all  my  private 
horses  and  a  dozen  racers  from  my  training 
stables  for  the  use  of  the  regiment,  if  they  would 
only  relieve  me  of  the  beasts  that  had  been  sup- 
plied. I  received  answer  that  I  must,  firstly, 
get  the  horses  to  which  I  objected  certified  unfit 
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by  the  veterinary  ;  secondly,  post  the  veterinary's 
certificate  to  the  Eemount  Department,  and  await 
a  reply  ;  thirdly,  apply  to  the  War  Oftice  for 
leave  to  make  a  donation  of  horses  to  the  Govern- 
ment, the  application  to  contain  a  description 
of  each  horse,  a  warranty  of  his  soundness  ;  and, 
fourthly,  to  send  the  horses,  at  my  own  expense, 
to  any  depot  the  Government  might  direct ;  for 
it  was  out  of  the  question,  said  the  chief  clerk, 
that  the  Government  should  promise  to  let  the 
horses  be  used  in  my  regiment.  Government 
must  be  left  to  exercise  its  own  discretion  in 
this  matter.  Can  you  imagine  all  this  routine 
in  a  crisis  when  every  hour  is  precious,  when  the 
enemy  are  actually  knocking  at  our  gates '?  But 
I  am  to  dine  at  the  Chateau  de  St.  Cloud  this 
evening,  and  I  will  speak  to  the  Emperor." 

"  July  26. 
"  I  dined  at  the  palace  last  night,  dearest, 
and  I  spoke  with  the  Emperor  ;  but,  of  course, 
I  said  nothing  that  would  have  been  disagreeable 
for  him  to  hear.  This  dinner  was  the  last  to 
be  given  at  Court  before  the  Emperor  leaves  for 
^letz.  The  Emperor  was  evidently  preoccu- 
pied,  but   amiable,  having  a  pleasant  word  for 
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everybody  ;  the  Empress  full  of  animation.  We 
are  under  order  to  march  to-morrow,  so  I  was 
asked  if  my  regiment  was  in  good  fighting  trim. 
Could  I  have  said  "  No  "  in  the  hearing  of  a  score 
of  people,  among  whom  were  three  Cabinet 
ministers  ?  Courtiers  never  speak  the  truth. 
Ah,  if  I  could  have  got  the  Emperor  alone  in 
a  corner  for  a  quarter  of  an  hour !  But  there 
is  no  man  in  the  country  who  would  not  like 
to  get  the  Emperor  to  talk  with  him  privately 
for  fifteen  minutes ;  and  Emperors  know  this — 
and  all  the  etiquette  of  Courts  has  been  invented 
to  prevent  people  from  getting  these  quarters 
of  an  hour !  I  am  only  irritated,  however— 
not  despondent  !  If  we  had  to  charge  the 
enemy  in  our  shirt-sleeves  and  on  bare-back 
horses,  I  suppose  we  should  rout  them  all  the 
same  ;  but  it  is  cruel  to  reflect  that  the  country 
pays  for  our  being  properly  armed  and  equipped, 
and  that  the  money  is  squandered  or  filched  by 
we  know  not  whom.  Poor  Emperor,  he  has 
some  worthless  servants  !  But  this  is  enough  of 
grumbling ;  I  am  abusing  the  soldiers'  privilege 
of  being  a  grognard." 
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"July  27. 

"  My  beloved  Gertrude, 

"  I  shall  be  starting  in  half  an  hour ; 
so,  while  my  charger  is  being  saddled,  I  sit 
down,  already  helmeted  and  cased  in  iron — such 
a  fierce-looking  figure  you  would  not  know  me- — 
to  write  you  this  short  farewell.  I  have  made 
a  will,  in  which  I  leave  you  as  much  of  my 
fortune  as  the  French  law  allows ;  that  is,  three - 
fourths.  My  notary  will  communicate  with  you, 
if  I  die,  and  he  will  hand  you  a  sealed  paper,  in 
which  you  will  find  some  recjuests,  which  I  know 
you  will  faithfully  obey,  for  my  sake,  darling. 
I  have  named  as  executors,  your  father  and  my 
brother-in-law  the  Senator  Count  de  Beaujeu. 
The  trumpet  is  sounding  to  horse,  and  I  have 
Ijeen  thrice  interrupted  since  I  began  these 
lines.  I  write  standing  at  a  rickety  desk, 
and  my  man  Barney,  who  has  been  sobbing 
because  the  War  Office  will  not  allow  civilian 
valets  to  accompany  their  masters  —  Barney 
keeps  pressing  me  to  eat  and  drink.  He  has 
brought  me,  in  ten  minutes,  wine,  cofi'ee,  water, 
and  now  he  proposes  tea  ;  so  that  my  thoughts 
wander  a  little.  But  they  return  to  you,  my 
sweet  birdie,  after   every  disturbance,  like   fly- 
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away  pigeons  to  their  perch.  There  I  have  been 
interrupted  again.  The  trumpeters  are  sounding 
their  last  call  ;  all  the  men  are  in  their  saddles. 
I  have  only  a  minute  left  in  which  to  say, 
God  keep  you,  my  darling.  I  love  you — I  love 
you — I  love  you  ! 

"  KOLAND." 


"  Metz,  July  28,  evening. 
*'Just  a  line  to  say  that  I  am  at  head- 
quarters. We  rode  through  the  streets  of  Paris 
yesterday  amid  prolonged  acclamations.  As  we 
passed  the  Jockey  Club,  all  my  friends — many 
Eno-lish  ones  amono;  the  number — were  at  the 
windows,  waving  their  hats  and  clapping  their 
hands.  From  Paris  to  Metz  we  went  by  rail — 
horses,  men,  and  all  in  two  trains  !  I  ride  out 
to-nio^ht  to  ioin  Marshal  MacMahon's  Armv 
Corps.  My  letters  for  the  future  will  pass 
through  the  Quartermaster  -  General's  office. 
Write  to  me  as  often  as  you  can,  dearest,  and 
direct  to  head-quarters.  Tell  me  that  yon  pray 
for  us  all,  and  for  me.  Don't  pray  that  I  may 
be  safe,  but  that  I  may  so  bear  myself  that  you 
will  be  proud  of  me." 
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"  Wissembourg,  August  2. 
"  Dearest,   we   shall  be  in   action  to-day  or 
to-morrow.     You   will  hear   before  this  reaches 
you,  I  trust,  of  a  French  victory  at  Woerth  or 
EeischofFen." 
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CHAPTER  XYIL 

NEWS. 

Ox  the  clay  after  Gertrtide  received  the  last  of 
the  foregoing  letters,  which  were  sent  from  Paris 
— that  dated  July  27,  in  which  Roland  intimated 
that  he  had  made  a  will  in  her  favour — she  got 
a  note  from  M.  Ragotin,  the  Duke's  notary, 
announcing  the  death  of  the  Marquise  de 
Chateaufort. 

"  Madkmoiselle, 

"  According  to  the  instructions  of  my 
client,  the  Due  d'Alma,  who  has  requested  me  to 
keep  you  informed  during  his  absence  of  all 
events  of  interest  to  his  family,  I  have  the 
honour  to  report  to  you  that  Madame  la  Marquise 
de  Chateaufort  died  this  day  at  Chateaufort, 
almost  suddenly,  after  a  short  illness. 
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"Pray  receive,  mademoiselle,  the  homage  of 
my  respectful  condolence  and  regard, 

"N.  Eagotin. 

*' Paris,  July  27,  1870." 

Evidently  Eoland  was  not  aware  of  his 
grandmother's  death  when  he  wrote  his  letter  of 
the  2  8th  from  Metz.  This  letter  and  M.  Eagotin's 
reached  her  at  the  same  time. 

Gertrude,  having  suffered  so  much  through 
the  Marquise  de  Chateaufort,  had  formed  rather 
an  awful  conception  of  her,  and  was  shocked  at 
the  sudden  news  of  the  old  lady's  death.  But 
she  understood  the  importance  of  the  news  to 
herself,  and  felt  she  must  take  counsel  of  Kate. 
So  after  breakfast  she  went  to  her  sister's  house, 
and  produced  both  M.  Eagotin's  communication 
and  Eoland's  letter  about  the  will.  - 

Kate  drew  a  long  breath.  The  letters  brought 
to  her  relief  from  sundry  fears  of  which  Gertrude 
had  no  suspicion.  For  some  days  past  there  had 
been  rumours  in  the  town  about  the  doings  and 
sayings  of  a  French  detective  named  Quiroule, 
who  had  come  to  Lewbury  to  make  inquiry  about 
the  assault  committed  on  the  Duke.  He  was 
occupying    M.    Grachard's  old   lodgings  at  Mrs. 
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Hopkins'  bouse,  rdcI  lie  was  reported  to  have 
told  the  widow  that  the  Due  d'Alma  was  nearly 
ruined  by  losses  on  the  turf,  that  be  was  engaged 
to  marry  a  French  girl  of  fortune,  that  bis  little 
affair  with  Miss  Corrins^ton  was  nothinor  but  an 
amourette,  and  that  he  had  had  many  such  in 
different  parts  of  the  world,  being  notoriously  a 
libertine  who  gave  his  virtuous  relative,  the 
Senator  Count  de  Beaujeu,  much  sorrow. 

Kate  did  not  mean  to  repeat  a  word  of  all 
this  to  Gertrude  nor  to  her  parents,  but  the 
gossip  had  come  to  her  through  her  husband, 
whom  it  had  scandalized,  and  Kate  was  sincerely 
afflicted  by  it.  Her  face  quite  brightened  while 
she  re-read  Eoland's  letter,  and  she  sent  her 
children  out  of  the  room  that  she  might  talk 
more  comfortably  with  Gertrude.  They  were  in 
the  nursery  amid  a  litter  of  toys  and  pictorial 
A. B.C.  books.  It  was  the  young  mother's  usual 
hour  for  teaching  her  little  ones  that  "A  was  an 
Apple  that  grew  on  a  tree,  and  B  was  a  Baby  as 
good  as  can  be." 

"  Why,  Gertie  dear,  it's  a  most  important 
letter,"  said  Kate.  "  If — if  Eoland  were  to 
die — at  least,  you  know  what  I  mean — you 
would  become  owner  of  Chateaufort." 
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*'  Don't  speak  of  that,  dear,"  answered  Ger- 
trude, tears  starting  to  her  eyes.  "  Ought  I  to 
acknowledge  the  receipt  of  M.  Eagotin's  letter  ? 
I  came  to  take  your  advice  about  that ;  just  to 
show  you  how  good  Eoland  is  to  me." 

"  He  is,  indeed  !  You  will  show  this  letter 
to  papa  ?  " 

"  No,  not  to  anybody." 

"  You  must  let  me  speak  about  it  to  Hu, 
then  ? " 

"  You  can  do  as  you  like,  but  I  shall  say 
nothing.  Everybody  is  unkind  to  me,  except  you 
and  Dick.  Nobody  else  believes  in  Eoland,  and 
yet — oh,  if  you  only  knew  him  as  I  do,  Kate." 

She  broke  down,  and  could  not  resist  show- 
inof  Kate  some  of  Eoland's  other  letters,  which 
she  kept  about  her  tied  up  in  a  packet.  The  tale 
of  Eoland's  regimental  difficulties,  his  ardour  and 
perseverance,  worked  powerfully  upon  Kate's 
warm  heart.  "  Oh,  Gertie,  he  is  a  noble  fellow  !  " 
she  exclaimed  enthusiastically.  "  Dear  me,  as 
the  old  Marchioness  was  fated  to  die  so  soon, 
why  was  she  allowed  to  do  so  much  mischief 
just  before  going  ?  It  matters  little  enough  to 
her  now  whom  her  grandson  marries." 

"  Isn't  death    a   fearful  thing  ? "    murmured 
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Gertrude,  drying  her  eyes.  ''A  woman  all- 
powerful  yesterday,  and  to-day  of  no  account 
whatever  on  earth  !  But  I  must  be  off  now  to 
my  lessons." 

"  Are  you  taking  lessons,  then  ?  " 

"  No,  dear,"  and  Gertrude  smiled  faintly. 
"  But  mamma  told  me  yesterday  that  we  had  all 
idled  long  enough,  and  that  I  must  begin  this  morn- 
ing to  act  as  governess  again  to  Bertha  and  Mab." 

Kate  reddened,  and  seemed  to  consider  this 
behaviour  of  her  mother  somewhat  mean.  But 
she  exclaimed  brightly,  "  Well,  dear,  the  teaching 
of  those  girls  will  do  you  good.  "We  mustn't 
mope.  And  I  am  sure  Mab  wants  a  governess ; 
she  is  terribly  backward." 

Affliction  and  a  general  denial  of  the  sym- 
pathy which  she  esteemed  to  be  her  due  had 
made  Gertrude  sensitive,  and  were  making  her 
prouder  every  day.  She  had  taken  to  dressing 
in  black,  and  always  wore  a  veil.  AYhen  she 
went  out,  she  walked  quickly  through  the  streets, 
bowing  to  nobody,  letting  nobody  accost  her ; 
and  if  she  entered  a  shop,  even  one  where  she 
was  known,  she  asked  for  what  she  wanted  in  a 
tone  which  precluded  all  incidental  conversation 
about  the  weather. 
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Kate  watched  her  sister  go  homewards,  and 
thought  it  hard  that  the  poor  girl  should  have  so 
few  sympathizers  in  her  trial.  But,  in  truth,  the 
world  took  its  cue  from  her  own  family.  When 
Kate  told  her  husband  of  the  Duke's  letter,  the 
lawyer  answered  that  it  would  be  time  enough 
to  talk  of  the  Duke's  will  when  he  was  dead, 
and  when  it  was  proved  that  he  had  property  to 
leave.  This  was  said  pointedly  and  peevishly, 
for  Mr.  Littlepoint  thought  it  somehow  behoved 
him  to  make  his  wife  feel  that  she  lay  under  his 
displeasure  in  all  that  concerned  her  encourage- 
ment of  the  match  between  Gertrude  and  the 
Duke.  He  was  one  of  those  men  who,  in  a  mild, 
unaggressive  way,  can  sulk  silently  and  long. 
To  forfeit  his  good  opinion  was  like  scaring  a 
whole  flock  of  geese  out  of  a  poultry  yard. 
Every  bird  had  to  be  brought  back  to  the  fold 
with  much  patience  and  wheedling. 

Kate  met  with  no  better  reception  when  she 
talked  about  the  will  to  her  father.  General 
Corrington  had  taken  up  that  attitude  so  con- 
venient for  irresolute  men,  which  consists  in 
"  washing  one's  hands  "  of  a  business.  He  felt 
disgraced  among  his  friends  by  the  catastrophe 
to   his   daughter's   engagement,  and   it   worried 
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liiin  to  answer  the  questions  of  inquisitive  busy- 
l)oclLes ;  accordingly  he  had  given  out  that  he 
would  not  speak  or  be  spoken  to  about  the  Duke, 
in  his  home  or  out  of  it.  A  sense  of  duty, 
liowever,  commanded  him  to  shake  hands  Avith 
Dr.  Claverley  the  first  time  they  met ;  for  the  old 
soldier  was  very  angry  with  himself  for  having 
(too  lightly,  as  he  now  thought)  suspected  the 
doctor  of  a  crime. 

The  meetino-  of  the  General  and  the  doctor 
was  in  this  wise.  Laurence  Claverley  strolled 
one  afternoon  into  the  subscription-room  at  the 
reading-rooms,  and  the  General  happened  to  be 
alone  there.  It  has  been  explained  that  the 
subscription-room  served  the  purpose  of  a  club  in 
Lewbury.  There  was  a  large  public  room  into 
which  anybody  might  enter  for  a  penny  ;  but  the 
frequenters  of  the  subscription-room  formed  a 
select  band,  paying  a  guinea  a  year.  They  had 
an  idea  that  they  were  exclusive,  because  they 
could  not  prevail  on  so  many  people  as  they 
desired  to  disburse  a  regular  guinea  rather  than 
casual  pence. 

The  General  glanced  up  from  his  paper,  held 
out  his  hand,  withdrew  it,  and  looked  foolish. 

"  How  d've  do  ?  "  he  said. 
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"  Good-day,  General/'  answered  Claverley, 
noddinor  •  and  there  the  dialoo-ue  would  have 
ended  had  not  the  General  felt  that  he  ought  to 
say  something  more.    ^Yith  a  grunt  he  remarked — 

"This  is  different  to  our  last  meeting — eh, 
what  ?  AVe  were  all  very  anxious  the  other  day 
when  we  called  upon  you.  Why  couldn't  you 
tell  us  that  you  knew  the  Duke  was  alive  ?  " 

"  I  didn't  know  it.  I  had  been  summoned  in 
the  nigrht  to  dress  a  wound  of  the  Duke's,  who 
had  been  fighting  a  duel  with  a  Frenchman. 

''WithGrachard?" 

"  I  can't  say.  There  were  three  Frenchmen, 
and  I  asked  no  questions;  but  knowing  how  hard 
it  might  go  with  the  Duke's  antagonist  if  death 
resulted  from  the  duel,  I  held  my  tongue  about 
the  affair  until  I  heard  the  combatants  liad 
reached  France.  You  know  what  a  professional 
secret  is  ? " 

"Yes,  of  course,"  said  the  General,  who  was 
making  an  ear-horn  of  his  right  hand.  "  So  the 
fellows  fought,  did  they  ?    What  about  ?  " 

"  That  was  no  business  of  mine  ;  I  promised 
secrecy.  My  part  of  the  work  was  to  dress  the 
Duke's  wound." 

"  Was  he  much  hurt,  then  ?  " 
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''  Well,  I  perhaps  saved  his  life,"  replied 
Claverley. 

The  General  continued  to  read  his  paper,  but 
presently,  on  leaving  the  room,  he  held  out  his 
hand  to  Claverley  ;  and,  on  his  return  home, 
reported  the  conversation  to  his  wife. 

''  All  that  Claverley  says  sounds  very  natural, 
and  I  think  he  behaved  very  well,"  was  his 
remark. 

Mrs.  Corrington  admitted  that  the  duel  story 
was  to  the  doctor's  credit,  if  true ;  but  the 
General  was  not  satisfied  with  this  hypothetical 
concession. 

''Why,  ]\raria,  youVe  not  forgotten  what 
pranks  used  to  be  played  when  there  was  duel- 
linor  in  our  service.  Your  father,  Perkins,  had 
many  a  time  to  help  in  getting  a  fellow  out  of 
a  scrape  for  fighting.  Don't  you  remember 
Tomkins  and  Wilkins,  who  fought  about  the 
mulatto  girl  at  Barbadoes,  and  would  have  been 
court-martialled  and  cashiered  if  he  hadn't  certi- 
fied that  they  were  thrown  out  of  a  buggy  ?  " 

"  We  have  only  Dr.  Claverley's  word  for  it 
that  there  was  a  duel,"  observed  j\Irs.  Cor- 
rino;ton. 

"  Well,    but    Claverley   has   a   right    to    be 
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believed  so  Ion  or  as  his  word  is  not  challengred. 
The  Duke  says  he  remembers  nothing.  That's 
lame  ;  and  besides,  he  deceived  us  about  the 
marriage.  Everybody  says  that  through  his 
carelessness,  or  worse,  he  was  going  to  do 
Gertrude  a  wrong." 

Mrs.  Corrino^ton,  as  we  know,  was  befrinnine: 
to  think  like  everybody,  and  had  no  heart  to 
argue  further  against  her  husband. 

But  weak  people  are  ever  unjust.  Floun- 
derers  in  the  water,  they  clutch  at  whatever  can 
give  them  support,  and  rest  their  whole  weight 
on  it.  Mrs.  Corrington  got  foothold  on  the  idea 
that  "  Gertrude  had  mismanas^ed  thino-s  :"  and. 
stamping  over  this  unassailable  ground,  the  good 
lady  made  many  a  bullying  little  speech  to 
Gertrude.  She  bemoaned  the  money  that  had 
been  spent  on  a  wedding  dress,  on  the  hire  of  a 
private  carriage,  on  the  jellies  and  wine  for  the 
ball.  The  livery  stableman,  the  confectioner,  the 
milliner,  all  sent  in  their  bills  together  ;  and  there 
was  a  quarrel  Avith  the  man  who  had  supplied 
the  band,  and  who,  with  unexampled  rapacity, 
wanted  sixteen  shillings  more  than  had  been 
covenanted  for. 

*'  We  have  almost  beggared  ourselves,"  wailed 
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Mrs.  Corrington.  "  Bertha  and  Mab  can't  have 
new  dresses  this  Christmas." 

Gertrude  behaved  very  wisely  and  well  under 
these  indiofnities.  She  could  not  resent  them 
as  evidences  of  any  want  of  natural  affection  on 
her  mother's  part ;  she  understood  them  as 
showing  that  Mrs.  Corrington  was  too  much 
perturbed  in  mind  to  reason  over  what  she  said. 
So  she  grieved  and  was  silent  and  inwardly  dis- 
dainful. But  Mrs.  Corrington,  emboldened  by 
her  daughter's  air  of  dutifulness,  ended  by  going 
too  far. 

Keturning  from  Kate's  house,  Gertrude  was 
questioned  about  the  two  letters  that  had  come 
from  France  that  morning.  Mrs.  Corrington,  hot 
and  flurried  by  some  mistake  in  the  butcher's 
Aveekly  book,  was  in  a  quarrelsome  mood. 

"  I  said  you  were  to  begin  lessons  at  ten 
o'clock  this  morning,  Gertrude,  and  it's  now  a 
quarter-past.  Let  me  see  the  letters  that  came 
from  Paris  this  morning.  I  can't  have  you  re- 
ceiving any  more  ;  it  isn't  proper." 

"I  am  ready  to  begin  lessons,  mamma,"  said 
Gertrude,  taking  oft' her  hat.  "  Where  are  Bertha 
and  Mab  T' 

"  Never  mind  about  Bertha  and  Mab  ;  you 
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can^t  expect  them  to  be  punctual  if  you  don't  set 
the  example.  Let  me  see  your  letters,  if  you 
please." 

"  I  would  rather  not  show  you  them, 
mamma  ; "  and  Gertrude  sat  down,  preparing  her 
lesson-books. 

"  Gertrude,  you  must  show  them  me ;  I  insist 
upon  it!"  rejoined  Mrs.  Corrington,  with  a  scream. 
"  And  your  father  and  I  have  been  talking  about 
your  wedding  presents  ;  he  thinks  you  ought  to 
return  them." 

"  Why  were  they  sent  me,  mother  ?  " 

"  Because  people  thought  you  were  going  to 
be  married.  After  what  has  happened,  it  would 
be  only  right  to  return  them." 

"  This  is  unkind,  mother,"  replied  Gertrude, 
quietly.  "  I  have  not  complained  before  of  the 
way  in  which  you  have  treated  me,  but  I  have 
felt  it  very  much.  My  engagement  is  not  at  an 
end,  and  I  must  be  at  liberty  to  correspond  with 
Roland." 

"  So  long  as  you  live  in  your  father's  house, 
Gertrude,  he  has  a  right  to  decide  with  whom 
you  shall  correspond,  and  to  see  all  letters  that 
are  sent  you.  Treatment,  indeed  ?  I  never  heard 
such  a  thins: !  " 
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"  Mother,  let  us  say  no  more  on  this.  We 
shall  both  be  sorry  for  it  all  our  lives  long,  if  you 
continue  in  this  way.  My  father  may  refuse  to 
,£^ive  me  a  home  in  his  house,  and  that  is  the  only 
rio^ht  I  acknowledo;e." 

Gertrude  rose  as  she  said  this,  her  face  all 
aglow,  and  Mrs.  Corrington  gave  in  with  a 
sigh.  It  was  her  own  fault,  as  she  knew,  if  Grer- 
trude  had  ceased  to  be  confidential.  But  she 
ought  to  have  remembered  how  firmly  Gertrude 
had  acted  when  the  General  had  forbidden  her 
marriao'e.  The  scene  came  back  to  her  mind 
with  a  consciousness  that  her  daughter  had 
been  very  forbearing  of  late,  and  from  that 
moment  ]\Irs.  Corrington  risked  no  more  en- 
counters. Gertrude  kissed  her  without  a  word, 
and  in  the  kiss  there  was  both  forgiveness  and 
a  tranquil  assertion  of  independence.  Mrs.  Cor- 
rington, with  a  little  snivel,  bethought  her  that 
it  was  time  to  go  and  order  dinner. 

Later  in  the  day  she  learnt  from  Kate  what 
Avere  the  contents  of  the  Duke's  letter,  but  she 
was  afraid  to  mention  the  subject  to  Gertrude. 
Nor  would  her  husband  let  her  discuss  it  with 
him.  Kate  also  thought  the  question  ought  to 
be  shelved,  for  to  talk  about  it  would  be  like 
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wishing  that  the  Duke  might  die,  in  order  that 
Gertrude  should  inherit  his  money. 

"  We  should  appear  to  be  watching  every 
battle  like  ghouls,"  said  Kate. 

"  My  dear,  I'm  sick  of  the  war  already,"  said 
Mrs.  Corrington.  "  There's  nothing  else  in  the 
papers,  and  your  father  seems  to  live  among 
maps  and  guide-books.  I  assure  you,  I  am  glad 
he  makes  a  point  of  never  alluding  to  the  war 
at  table  when  Gertrude  is  present,  otherwise  it 
would  be  cannonading  all  day  long." 

"  Poor  Gertie  !  what  a  trying  time  it  must 
be  for  her  !  "  observed  Kate. 

"  Well,  I  can't  help  it,  my  dear,"  whimpered 
Mrs.  Corrington,  as  if  she  were  being  put  on  her 
defence.  "  If  she  would  fall  in  love  with  a 
Frenchman  and  a  soldier,  she  must  bear  what  all 
soldiers'  wives  have  to  put  up  with.  I'm  sure 
I  had  alarms  enough  in  my  time." 

"Of  course,  mamma  dear,"  responded  Kate, 
with  her  cheerful  heartiness.  ^'  But,  do  you  know, 
I  have  great  fun  with  Hu,  who  thinks  it  right 
to  side  with  the  Germans  on  moral  grounds. 
The  French  were  the  aggressors,  he  says.  I  tell 
him  I  don't  care  a  horse-shoe  for  moral  grounds. 
Dr.  Claverley,  it  seems,  is  all  for  the  Germans 
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because  he  was  a  student  at  Bonn ;  and  Mrs. 
Nethersole,  who  takes  her  opinions  from  the 
doctor,  Yows  that  the  Germans  are  going  to  march 
on  Paris  and  destroy  it  like  another  Nineveh." 

"  What  does  Mrs.  Nethersole  know  of  wars  ?  " 
asked  Mrs.  Corrington,  with  a  military  lady's 
professional  contempt  for  a  civilian  meddling 
with  matters  beyond  her  ken. 

"Oh,  Mrs.  Nethersole  goes  with  the  Germans 
because  we  are  with  the  French,  I  suppose," 
laughed  Kate.  "  She  turns  up  her  eyeballs 
when  I  offer  to  bet  her  two  Sunday  dinner  fowls 
to  a  bundle  of  tracts  that  Napoleon  III.  will 
destroy  Berlin  like  a  second  Babylon." 

"Your  father  thinks  he  will,  and  he  says 
that  there  will  not  be  much  danger  for  heavy 
cavalry  like  those  cuirassiers  of  the  Duke's,  for 
the  French  are  going  to  carry  everything  before 
them  with  that  new  mitrailleur  shaped  like  a 
coffee-mill.     It  will  be  an  artillery  war." 

It  is  not  sure  that  General  Corrington  would 
have  reconsidered  his  opinion  about  French 
superiority,  even  had  he  seen  those  letters  in 
which  Roland  deplored  the  unprepared  condition 
of  his  regiment.  English  officers  are  so  accus- 
tomed to  Avin  victories,  in  spite  of  army  mis- 
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management  at  home,  that  they  attach  —  or 
formerly  attached — less  importance  to  organiza- 
tion than  soldiers  of  other  armies. 

For  several  hours  every  day  the  General 
talked  and  vaticinated  about  the  war  in  the 
Lewbury  reading-room.  Mr.  Quang  was  always 
there  to  keep  up  a  dialogue.  Before  the  war 
this  industrious  little  gentleman,  devoting  his 
energies  to  social  reforms,  had  joined  an  associa- 
tion for  the  Enlargement  of  Vestries.  He  had 
also  taken  up  the  cause  of  Spelling  Eeform,  and 
had  induced  two  persons  named  Matthew  to  spell 
their  name  Avith  one  t,  for  the  public  convenience. 
But  since  the  outbreak  of  hostilities,  Mr.  Quang 
had  invested  in  a  large  canvas-back  folding  map 
of  France  and  Germany,  and  in  a  box  full  of  pins 
with  glass  heads,  red  and  blue.  To  stick  the  pins 
into  the  map  and  to  call  them  army  corps  was 
Mr.  Quang's  occupation  and  delight.  General 
Corriugton  pulled  the  pins  out  of  the  places 
where  Mr.  Quang  set  them,  and  planted  them 
over  other  lines  of  the  map.  That  was  his 
delight.  "  An  army  couldn't  be  taken  through 
this  pass;  it's  out  of  the  question."  "What  will 
Von  Moltke  do  for  a  line  of  retreat  if  you  carry 
him  over  here  ? "  etc. 
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This  was  the  conversation  that  went  on  by 
the  hour,  while  everybody  in  the  room,  including 
the  peaceable  Mr.  Oram,  would  volunteer  with  an 
air  of  profound  sagacity  the  wildest  dicta  upon 
tactics.  But  when  the  General  got  home,  he 
would  be  silent  about  the  war,  except  when  his 
wife  strayed  into  his  study,  and  found  him  poring 
over  atlases  and  books  relating  the  campaigns 
of  the  first  Napoleon.  Dick  Corrington,  who  had 
returned  to  Woolwich,  was  about  to  get  his 
commission  a  year  before  the  regular  time,  owing 
to  an  increase  of  twenty  thousand  men,  which 
Parliament  had  voted  to  the  strength  of  the 
British  army.  His  father  missed  him  much,  for 
now  would  have  been  a  grand  time  to  give  the 
youth  some  lessons  in  strategy ;  but  Gertrude 
missed  him  still  more,  for  without  his  good- 
natured  help  it  was  very  difficult  for  her  to 
understand  those  long  descriptions  of  army 
movements  which  the  papers  published  every 
day.  She  read  every  line  of  them,  and  would 
have  deemed  it  kind  if  her  father  had  con- 
descended to  tell  her  only  a  tenth  part  of  what 
he  communicated  to  Mr.  Quang. 

One  afternoon — it  was  Saturday — everybody 
was  on  the  look-out  for  news.     It  was  known 
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that  a  battle  must  be  going  on.  The  morning 
papers  had  reported  a  first  engagement  at 
Wissemburof,  in  which  a  division  of  Mac^Iahon's 
had  got  the  worst  of  it ;  but  by  some  this  was 
thought  to  be  only  a  strategical  feint.  The  after- 
noon was  very  hot,  but  idle  people  walked  about 
the  dirty  High  Street,  and  hung  near  the  railway 
station,  waiting  for  telegrams  and  first  editions 
of  the  London  evening  papers.  The  General, 
looking  very  large  in  a  white  waistcoat  and  white 
gaiters,  was  deafer  than  usual  in  listening,  and 
louder  than  ever  in  asseverating  how  his  old 
friend  MacMahon,  whom  he  had  known  in  the 
Crimea,  was  going  to  do  things. 

At  last  news  came  at  about  three  o'clock  : 
"  Great  victory  of  the  French  at  Landau.  Ten 
thousand  Prussians  killed,  and  twenty-Jive  thou- 
sand, ivith  Prince  Frederic-Charles,  made  pH- 
soners  by  MacMahon.  Immense  excitement  in 
Paris ;  flags  from  all  the  vnndows  of  the  boule- 
vards." 

This  was  the  wording  of  the  telegram  sent  to 
one  of  the  London  papers  from  Paris.  The  paper 
printed  it  with  the  comment  that  there  was  no 
official  confirmation  of  the  news  ;  but  General 
Corrington  believed  the  tidings  without  c^uestion, 


314  THE  duke's  mareiage. 

and,  going  straight  home,  handed  a  copy  of  the 
paper  to  Gertrude. 

"  There's  no  other  news,  papa  V  A  rapid 
flush,  slight  trembling  of  the  hands — that  was  all 
the  emotion  Gertrude  showed.  When  she  was 
satisfied  that  her  father  held  no  other  intelligence 
in  reserve — nothing  about  Eoland^she  showed 
a  tranquil  exultation  in  the  victory.  But  she 
had  never  doubted  that  the  French  would  be 
victorious ;  and  until  details  of  the  battle  came 
she  could  not  be  free  from  anxiety.  Her  father 
was  more  jubilant  than  she.  He  had  known 
from  the  first  how"  his  friend  MacMahon  would 
do  it. 

But  this  story  about  the  battle  of  Landau 
was  a  hoax.  Bourse  speculators — Bulls  w^ho  had 
been  playing  for  a  rise,  and  who  were  dismayed 
at  the  turn  w^hich  matters  were  taking  on  the 
Ehine — had  started  the  news  in  a  desperate 
attempt  to  send  the  funds  up.  And  they  suc- 
ceeded. In  an  hour  Eentes  rose  three  francs.  It 
need  not  be  concealed  that  the  Senator  Count  de 
Beaujeu  had  a  hand  in  this  speculation.  When 
the  hoax  was  discovered  at  the  end  of  two  hours, 
Parisians  pulled  in  the  bunting  which  they  had 
sported   on   their  balconies,   and   changed   their 
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lusty  paeans  into  sucli  maledictions  as  made  all 
the  cafes  ring  like  temples  of  profane  swearing. 
But  the  Bourse  trick  had  been  well  played. 

It  w\as  on  the  following  morning,  Sunday, 
that  authentic  news  came.  An  hour  before 
church-time  Mr.  Quang  brought  a  copy  of  the 
Observer  to  Kingshouse.  He  met  Gertrude  in 
the  hall,  and,  as  he  had  brought  the  paper  on 
purpose  for  her  to  see,  he  naturally  whisked  it 
behind  his  back  when  she  appeared.  One  look 
at  her  was  enough  to  check  this  comedy.  He 
gave  her  the  paper,  and  her  swift  glance  flew 
from  one  flaming  line  to  another,  like  a  bird 
hovering  over  a  city  of  houses  on  fire. 

''Total  defeat  of  the  French.  Rout  of 
MacMahon  and  Frossard.  German  victories  at 
Woerth  and  Forhach.  Gallant  charge  of  French 
cavalry  at  Reischoffen.  Extermination  of  a 
ivhole  cuirassier  regiment^ 

So  many  headings  in  large  print,  over  which 
Gertrude  skimmed  until  her  eyes  rested  upon 
this  : — 

"  In  these  heroic  charges,  twelve  times  re- 
newed, amid  a  continuous  downpour  of  shells 
and  bullets  from  the  Prussian  lines,  the  12th 
Cuirassiers,  commanded  by  the  Due  d'Ahna,  ivas 
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completely  hewn  to  pieces.  Scarcely  twenty  men 
out  of  eight  hundred  rode  away  from  the  field. 
Only  one  officer  escaped.  The  gallant  young 
colonel,  having  ten  times  rallied  his  men,  fell  at 
last  covered  ivith  wounds,'' 
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THE    duke's    will. 

The  telegram  did  not  say  that  Eoland  was  dead. 

*'  Fell  covered  with  wounds "  might  mean 
that  he  was  still  alive.  He  was,  perhaps,  lying  in 
a  German  ambulance,  and  would  be  cured.  If 
he  had  been  dead,  would  not  the  message  have 
said  so  in  plain  terms  ?  Gertrude  clung  to  this 
hope — a  slight  one,  but  strong  enough  to  give 
her  support  in  this  terrible  moment. 

Mrs.  Corrington  thought  the  message  as  plain 
as  possible,  but  bemoaned  the  ambiguities  of 
descriptive  language  when  she  saw  that  her 
daughter  would  not  put  the  worst  sense  on  the 
word  "fall."  It  would  have  been  much  better 
to  her  mind  that  Gertrude  should  recognize  at 
once  that  falling  in  action  meant  death.  If  the 
Duke  had  not  succumbed  to  his  many  wounds. 
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would  not  the  message  have  said  so  ?  But,  of 
course,  the  mother  did  not  like  to  snatch  the 
hope  away  from  her  child. 

Gertrude  retired  to  her  room,  and  was  grate- 
ful that  nobody  disturbed  her  there.  The  family 
went  to  church,  and  the  house  was  quiet.  The 
housemaid,  going  about  her  work  with  noiseless 
steps,  stopped  several  times  near  Gertrude's  door 
and  listened  for  sounds  of  sobbing.  She  and  the 
cook  wondered  downstairs  whether  Miss  Gertrude 
would  now  ]3ut  on  mourning.  Miss  Bertha  had 
told  them  about  the  Duke's  death,  and  in  their 
menial  way  these  two  mourned  more  sincerely  over 
the  gallant  gentleman,  who  had  always  been  so 
civil-spoken  and  generous  towards  them,  than 
any  one  in  Lewbury,  except  their  young  mistress 
herself. 

Kate  Littlepoint  heard  the  awful  news  at 
church.  She  had  a  sitting  in  her  mother's  pew, 
and  just  before  the  service  commenced  Mrs. 
Corrington  whispered  to  her  what  had  happened. 
Kate  was  for  running  home  at  once  to  keep 
Gertrude  company,  but  her  mother  stopped  her. 
Many  people  were  staring  at  the  Corringtons' 
pew.  Mrs.  Nethersole  was  quite  unhappy  at 
having  a  seat  in  front,  so  that  she  could  not  with 
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propriety  turn  round  more  than  half  a  dozen 
times  in  as  many  minutes,  under  pretence  of 
feelings  draughts  in  the  neck.  Noticing  that 
Kate  with  her  blanched  features  looked  ready  to 
faint,  this  good  Samaritan  sent  her  son  Purkiss 
up  the  nave  with  a  smelling-bottle  and  a  mes- 
sage of  condolence,  which  Purkiss  rendered  as, 
"  Mother  says  she's  awfully  cut  up  about  this, 
you  know." 

"  Mr.  Oram  preached,  and  made  allusion  to 
the  unexpected  defeat  of  the  French  armies 
with  tact  and  good  feeling ;  he  also  referred  to 
"  One  who  was  lately  among  us,  and  to  whom 
this  text  from  the  sixth  chapter  of  the  Second 
Book  of  Maccabees  might  be  applied  : — 

"  And  thus  this  man  died,  leaving  his  death 
for  an  example  of  a  noble  courage,  .  .  .  not  only 
unto  young  men,  but  unto  all  his  nation." 

The  text  says  "example  of  courage  and 
memorial  of  virtue  ; "  but  Mr.  Oram  did  not  like 
to  risk  the  "  memorial  of  virtue,"  for  he  too  had 
heard  some  of  the  gossip  about  Poland  which 
Pierre  Quiroule  had  circulated. 

Kate  could  not  refrain  from  crying  during 
the  sermon.  Her  efforts  to  control  herself  made 
her  almost  hysterical,  and  she  had  to  leave  the 
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church  with  her  mother  to  avoid  dolDg  so  with 
the  crowd  after  service,  when  she  would  have 
become  an  object  of  general  and  officious  sym- 
pathy. Mrs.  Corrington,  as  she  led  out  Kate, 
screwed  up  her  own  face  into  an  afflicted  ex- 
pression, and  tried  hard  to  force  up  a  tear ;  but 
it  was  of  no  use.  All  through  the  service  she 
had  been  thinking  only  of  the  Duke's  will,  won- 
dering if  there  would  be  any  difficulty  about 
it,  and  how  much  Gertrude  mio^ht  be  p^oinor  to 
inherit. 

Mr.  Oram  had  evidently  entertained  no  doubt 
as  to  the  meanino:  of  "fell."  Mrs.  Corrino^ton 
had  to  explain  to  Kate  that  Gertrude  was  not 
yet  convinced,  and  Kate  had  to  compose  herself 
before  seeing  her  sister. 

"  Gertie  dear,  let's  hope  it  is  not  true,"  were 
the  words  with  which  she  greeted  Gertrude.  In 
that  moment  she  wished,  like  her  mother,  that 
the  telegram  had  left  no  shadow  of  hope.  Ger- 
trude was  in  a  nervous  condition,  worse  than  the 
absolute  prostration  which  is  caused  by  the 
certainty  of  bereavement.  Though  her  eyes  were 
red  with  crying,  she  rejected  consolation,  and 
wanted  a  telegram  to  be  sent  to  Paris. 

"  Katie,  can  a  telegram  be  sent  on  Sunday  ? " 
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"  I  think  so,  clear.  Do  you  want  to  telegraph 
to  Eoland's  sister  ?  " 

*'No,  not  to  his  sister.  If  it  should  be  true, 
she  couldn't  bear  it.  Send  to  that  lawyer  in 
Paris." 

"M.  Eagotin!" 

"Yes,  M.  Kagotin.  He  will  be  sure  to  know 
the  truth." 

Kate  undertook  that  a  teleg;ram  should  be 
sent ;  but  the  answer  did  not  arrive  till  late  the 
following  day,  and  meanwhile  all  the  London 
morning  papers  published  the  Due  d' Alma's  name 
in  the  list  of  killed  at  Reischoffen.  M.  Eaorotin's 
telegram,  which  came  in  the  evening,  said — 

"  Au  Ministere  de  la  guerre  on  est  sans 
nouvelles  de  monsieur  le  Due"  ("The  War 
Office  has  no  information  about  the  Duke.") 

This  time  Gertrude  could  retain  no  hope. 
She  bowed  her  head  under  the  stroke  of  adversity, 
asking  herself,  as  so  many  have  done  when 
marked  out  for  special  hardship,  why  all  this 
should  have  occurred  to  her.  Often  since  her 
troubles  had  begun  she  had  said  to  herself  that 
she  was  not  good  enough  for  the  happiness  of 
marrying  Eoland,  and  there  had  been  a  presenti- 
ment in  her  of  this  evil  which  had  now  come. 
VOL.  n.  42 
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She  was  astonished  that  it  did  not  crush  her.  iVs 
a  surgical  operation  much  dreaded  always  gives  far 
less  pain  than  was  feared,  and  brings  immediate 
relief  from  other  pain,  so  Gertrude's  bereavement 
after  an  hour  or  two's  suflfering  restored  com- 
posure to  her  mind.  She  was  disposed  to  re- 
proach herself  with  insensibility  because  this  was 
so.  But  as  the  worst  had  come,  she  had  nothing 
more  to  fear,  and  it  was  this  that  gave  the  relief 
which  seemed  so  unnatural  to  her.  She  had  been 
looking  forward  to  long  months  of  anxiety,  and 
now  the  war  had  ceased  to  have  any  importance 
in  her  eyes.  Newspapers,  letters,  telegrams, 
could  have  no  terrors  for  her.  AVhen  a  sponge 
is  full,  an  ocean  may  pass  over  it  without  adding 
a  single  drop. 

Moreover,  Gertrude  was  now  reminded  that 
she  had  become  the  inheritor  of  Eoland's  fortune. 
The  manner  of  her  mother  towards  her,  and  even 
that  of  her  father,  underwent  a  subtle  change. 
On  the  day  when  M.  Kago tin's  telegram  arrived, 
nothing  was  said  about  the  will ;  but  the  next 
morning  Hucks  Littlepoint  came  to  Kingshouse 
with  Kate,  and  there  was  a  long  conference  in 
the  General's  study,  at  which  it  was  agreed  that 
the  Duke's  executor  must  be  communicated  with. 


THE  duke's  will.  323 

Then  Gertrude  was  sent  for,  and  all  the  family- 
were  very  kind  to  her.  Hucks,  who  could  never 
help  feeling  kindly  towards  people  who  inherited 
money,  was  absolutely  deferential,  handed  her 
to  a  seat,  and  explained  the  object  of  the  meeting. 
Gertrude,  who  had  put  on  deep  mourning,  said 
the  subject  was  harrowing  to  her,  and  that  she 
would  rather  not  talk  about  it  at  present ;  but, 
of  course,  these  scruples  were  overruled.  With- 
out being  mercenary,  a  girl  may  value  the  proof 
of  whole-hearted  affection  and  confidence  which 
her  lover  has  given  by  making  her  his  heiress ; 
and  at  a  hint  from  Hucks  that  it  mio^ht  be  ex- 
pedient  to  assert  her  rights  at  once,  lest  there 
should  be  any  dispute  of  them  on  the  part  of  the 
Duke's  relations,  Gertrude  consented  to  let  her 
brother-in-law  act  as  he  thought  best  for  her 
interests.  She  could  not  feel  charitably  towards 
the  late  Marquise  de  Chateaufort,  who  had  been 
the  principal  cause  of  all  her  misery  ;  and  she  was 
not  inclined  to  yield  one  tittle  of  her  rights  to 
any  other  hostile  relative  Eoland  might  possess. 
In  the  end,  it  was  settled  that  Hucks  should 
write  to  M.  Ragotin  and  to  the  Count  de 
Beaujeu,  and  this  was  accordingly  done  the 
same  day. 
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M.  Eagotin  answered  by  return  of  post,  this 
being  the  translation  of  his  letter  : — 

"Sir, 

"  The  Due  d'Alma  made  a  will  which 
is  in  my  hands,  and  directed  that  in  the  event 
of  his  death  I  was  to  communicate  with  Miss 
Corrington.  But  we  have  no  legal  proof  yet 
of  the  Duke's  death,  and  his  executor.  Count  de 
Beaujeu,  cannot  consequently  take  out  letters  of 
administration. 

"Pray  receive  the  assurance  of  my  highest 

regard. 

"  N.  Eagotin." 

From  the  Count  de  Beaujeu  no  answer  was 
received  for  more  than  a  week,  but  this  caused 
no  astonishment,  for  the  Corringtons  learnt  by 
the  papers  that  the  Count  had  become  a  Cabinet 
minister.  In  consequence  of  the  French  defeats, 
M.  Emile  Ollivier's  Liberal  Cabinet  had  resigned, 
and  an  administration  of  thorough-going  Impe- 
rialists had  been  formed,  with  the  double  object 
of  victualling  Paris  for  a  siege  and  of  dealing  in 
a  masterful  way  with  the  revolutionary  factions, 
should  they  attempt  a  rising.  In  this  cabinet 
Count  de  Beaujeu  held  a  portfolio  as  Minister 
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of  State,  with  general  control  over  the  police  of 
the  Empire.  The  Corringtons  understood  that 
he  must  be  so  overwhelmed  with  public  work 
as  to  have  little  time  for  the  consideration  of 
private  matters.  However,  the  Count's  reply 
came  at  length,  enclosed  in  a  large  whitey-brown 
envelope  mth  an  official  frank,  and  one  may 
imagine  with  what  feelings  Hucks  Littlepoint 
heard  his  wife  construe  this  to  him. 

"  Ministry  General  of  Police, 

"Paris,  August  15,  1870. 

"  Sir, 

''  I  am  directed  by  his  Excellency  Count 
de  Beaujeu,  Senator,  Minister  of  State,  to  acknow- 
ledge the  receipt  of  a  letter  which  you  have 
written  to  him,  acting  as  solicitor  for  Miss  Cor- 
rington.  I  am  to  inform  you  that  the  War 
( Jffice  has  not  yet  published  a  full  official  list 
of  the  officers  killed  at  Eeischoifen  ;  but,  assuminsf 
the  Due  d'Alma  to  have  died,  his  Excellency 
desires  me  to  call  your  attention  to  the  first  and 
third  sections  of  the  727th  Article  of  the  French 
Civil  Code.  This  Article  specifies  the  cases  in 
which  the  heir  of  a  deceased  person  shall  be 
deemed  unworthy  of  inheritance. 
II.  42—3 
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"  The  first  section  debars  from  heirship,  '  him, 
lier,  or  those  who  shall  have  been  convicted  of 
havinor  murdered  or  tried  to  murder  the  de- 
ceased/ 

''  The  third  section  disinherits  '  him,  her,  or 
those  who,  being  cognizant  of  an  attempt  made 
to  murder  the  deceased,  shall  not  have  denounced 
the  author  or  authors  of  that  attempt  to  justice.' 

"  In  view  of  these  two  sections,  his  Excellency 
the  Minister  of  State  is  of  opinion  that  your 
client.  Miss  Corrington,  could  not  claim  to  inherit 
any  part  of  the  Due  d' Alma's  property.  He 
must  remind  you — • 

''Firstly,  that  while  the  Due  d'Alma  was  in 
Enoiand,  a  murderous  assault  w^as  committed 
on  him ;  and  that  the  Duke  alleged  his  belief 
that  one  of  his  aggressors  was  Dr.  Claverley,  of 
Lewbury. 

"  Secondly,  that  Dr.  Claverley  and  Miss  Cor- 
rington are  known  to  have  been  at  one  time  on 
terms  of  great  intimacy ;  that,  in  fact,  they  had 
l3een  eno-ao-ed  to  be  married  to  each  other,  and 
that  no  proof  exists  of  an  estrangement  having 
taken  place  between  them. 

''  Thirdly,  that  if  it  should  ever  happen  that 
Dr.  Claverley  and  Miss  Corrington  became  man 
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and  wife,  Dr.  Claverley  would — if  his  wife  had 
succeeded  to  the  Duke's  estate — find  himself 
practically  possessing  the  property  of  the  man 
whom  he  w^as  suspected  of  having  attempted  to 
murder. 

"  On  these  grounds,  assuming,  as  aforesaid, 
that  the  Due  d'Alma  is  dead,  his  Excellency  will 
decline  to  act  as  executor  to  the  will  by  which 
the  Duke  has  bequeathed  three-fourths  of  his 
property  to  Miss  Corrington.  Unless  Miss  Cor- 
rington  freely  renounces  her  claims,  his  Excellency, 
as  co-plaintiff  with  other  members  of  the  Duke's 
family,  will  sue  to  have  the  will  set  aside. 

"  I  beg  you  to  receive,  sir,  the  assurance  of 
my  high  regard. 

"Max  Klein woet 

"  (Cabinet  Secretary)." 

"  Why,  it's  infamous  !  AVhat  will  poor  Ger- 
trude say  ? "  exclaimed  Kate,  astounded,  when 
she  had  finished  reading. 

"  A  lawsuit  in  France  !  "  This  was  the  first 
idea  that  occurred  to  the  dismayed  mind  of 
Hucks.  It  seemed  as  if  the  troubles  over  this 
wretched  French  marriage  were  never  going  to 
end  ! 
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"  Hu  dear,  I  call  it  simply  monstrous  !  ** 
exclaimed  Kate ;  but  her  perusal  of  the  letter 
had  been  chequered  by  many  similar  ejaculations, 
so  that  her  husband  paid  no  particular  attention 
to  this  one. 

"  If  the  family  oppose  the  will,  it  will  be 
almost  hopeless  to  fight  them/'  muttered  Hucks, 
l)linking  through  his  watery  eyes  and  rumpling 
his  hair,  as  was  his  practice  when  excited.  "  I 
have  never  heard  of  an  Englishman  winning  a 
succession  suit  in  France." 

"  But  we  must  fight,"  declared  Kate. 

"Yes,  to  the  bitter  end,"  answered  Hucks, 
with  determination. 

This  valiant  speech  disconcerted  Kate.  The 
feight  of  a  meek  man  grown  pugnacious  has 
something  terrifying  in  it  ;  a  colley  has  been 
known  to  turn  from  an  infuriated  sheep. 

But  Hucks  was  a  gentleman.  Mild,  pacific 
— much  more  so  than  Quakers,  judging  by  the 
vspecimens  of  this  community  whom  we  see  in 
the  political  world — a  splitter  of  legal  straws, 
and  a  genius  at  compromise,  he  had  nevertheless 
a  backbone  of  principle  which  would  never  bend 
beyond  a  certain  angle. 

"  You  see  there  is  an  imputation  here,"  he 
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said,  half  absently,  as  ttiougli  he  were  still  looking 
for  a  loophole  of  escape.  "  If  they  had  an- 
nounced that  they  would  oppose  the  will  on  the 
ground  that  the  Duke  was  in  an  unsettled, 
excited  state  of  mind  when  he  made  it,  I  might 
have  advised  surrender  or  sought  compromise. 
But  we  cannot  rest  under  what  is  tantamount 
to  a  criminal  imputation." 

"  I  don't  think  Gertrude  would  care  so  much 
for  the  money,  but  this  charge  about  Claverley 
is  insanely  odious,"  said  Kate  ;  "  for  her  sake  it 
must  be  withdrawn." 

"  Not  only  for  hers,  dear,  but  for  yours,  for 
mine ;  she  is  your  sister,  and  this  is  a  matter  of 
family  honour." 

Kate  kissed  him  for  this,  and  was  proud  of 
him.  ''Will  it  be  very  troublesome,  dear?"  she 
asked,  standing  by  his  chair. 

"  It  will  be  a  miserable  business,"  he  answered, 
with  a  shake  of  the  head.  "  We  must  engage 
some  English  lawyer  in  Paris  to  watch  our  in- 
terests. We  must  have  as  good  counsel  as  the 
other  side,  and  we  may  be  obliged  to  take  over  a 
number  of  witnesses  to  France.  Think  of  the 
worry  and  expense  !  But  it  is  clear  that  we 
must  lose  no  time  in  taking  the  first  step.     If 
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there  be  a  chance  of  getting  an  apology  and 
cominsj  to  an  arranorement,  it  rests  in  our  obtain- 
ing  immediate  advice  from  somebody  who  knows 
French  law.  If  I  could  speak  French,  I  would 
start  for  Paris  this  very  day." 

"  Go,  dear,  and  take  me  with  you.  I  can 
interpret,"  proposed  Kate. 

But  in  a  minute  she  reflected  that  she  could 
not  leave  her  babies.  It  would  be  very  nice  to 
go  to  Paris — that  charming  city,  which  Kate  had 
not  seen,  never  oftered  such  a  tantalizing  aspect 
as  now,  when  such  stirring  events  were  in  pro- 
gress there.  But  a  young  mother,  with  nurses 
and  little  ones  to  look  after,  cannot  go  gadding 
off  at  half  a  day's  notice.  Why  should  not 
Gertrude  go  ? 

"  It  would  simplify  matters  if  she  went  with 
me,"  confessed  Hucks  ;  "  but  it  might  be  a  very 
trying  ordeal  for  her." 

"Not  worse  than  remaining  here,  dear," 
rejoined  Kate,  who  had  thought  out  the  matter 
very  quickly.  "I  am  sure  she  would  go  any- 
where to  get  out  of  Lewbury.  And  don't  you 
think  the  best  thing  for  you  both  would  be  to 
caU  on  the  Countess  de  Beaujeu  *?  You  remember 
what  a  pretty  note  she  sent  to  Gertrude  while 
poor  Roland  was  in  England  1 " 
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"  I  was  thinking  of  that  note,"  answered 
Hucks,  who  was  abeady  fingering  a  railway 
time-table. 

"  And  you  remember  the  Countess  promised 
to  attend  the  wedding,"  continued  Kate.  "  The 
Beaujeux  seemed  very  friendly  then.  What  can 
have  put  these  atrocious  ideas  into  the  Count's 
head  ?  Who  can  have  told  him  about  Dr. 
Claverley  ?  It  must  have  been  Barney.  But 
do  you  really  believe  that  the  poor  Duke 
ever  accused  Dr.  Claverley  of  assaulting  him  ? 
I  would  give  anything  to  know  the  truth  about 
that  assault." 

There  was  no  answering  Kate's  voluble  ques- 
tions. The  final  aroument  that  weiojhed  with 
Hucks  was  that  he  recoiled  from  the  prospect  of 
an  interminable  correspondence  with  Frenchmen 
over  a  disputed  succession  complicated  with  libel. 
A  day  or  two  in  Paris  might  enable  him  to  stop 
litigation,  or  at  least  to  get  a  clear  view  of  the 
ground  on  which  any  action  with  the  Duke's 
family  was  to  be  fought. 

END    OF    VOL.    II. 
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